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Fand, to her Frienck in the Countrey, in 4 Parts. _—_— 
Five Love-Letters from a Nun to a Cavalier, in French and Enzliſh 2 -S 5 
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other Languages. EI 
. The Hiſtory of Polihius the Mega exalop lopolitan, in Two Volumes. e 1 
> There will ſpeedily be publiſh'd, Al Mrs. Bens Plays in 2 Vohumes 3, - 4: 
Web ber Life, in $v0. ye | 
Maat for Rich. Welkngton, at the Dolpbits and Crown, at the Weſſ· end 2 >< 
Fof StePaiPs Church-yard y and E. Rumbald, at the Poſt-Houſe in Aae l-. <= 

rect ity, Covent-Garden, - 1702. Where Gentry may be a with, 
I Wie of Novels a9d Play. PEE Rp On 
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= Pharnaces, 


"Tothe Right Honoutable CFHATES' Earl of DOR- 
ET and MIDDLESEX, one of the Gentlemen 
of Their MAJESTIES Bed - Chamber. 


Hu cal to mind what I haue obſerv'd of your Wit and 
Jud gment, the trueſt and moſt impartial Feder knew, my 
thong hrs of mriting after my looſe manner to your Ld. 
| lp are @ bitle hd, and the meaneſt of em has. the 
7 iſe to tell me, J ought to be as curiom and corrett in a Dedication to BPUlan, 
4 in that of a Play to a whole Nation, There i, no doubt, a T1 ranſport in evry 
Poet whowrites an Epiſilebut for the moſt part they are dal d with the Eminence 
of their Patrons, and at beſt we can but callit an Awful Delight. But I profeſs, what 
thoſe,t» whom I am difagr ecable, vill impute to want of Modeſty, make th Tragedy 
an Off ring to your Lordſhip with as much freedem pleaſure.and ter fett ſati ſatlion, 
4 ever Mithridates rece ivd when he found hiniſelſ in the Arms of his Faire ſt Mi- 
Freſi. Ton ſtand equal with the reat eſt, & your C nality ſhould cauſe a Dread in the 
herdieſt Writers. Rut on the other hand, there is ſuch on innate ſweetneſs of temper, 
ſuch a moſt remarkable goodneſs in all your Actions aCharatter peculiar to you more 
than any man alive, t hat the meaneſt,modcſi 7 of Foets may approach vel, lib, 
Ifeel a fort of chearful ſpringing Pride, when Iſee your Loraſhip f and forth to this la 
Birth which ſureyf I had ever any lovely,zs much the Faireſt Child. FHappyFortune 
muſt attend it, C Hleauu and Earth be fleasd u be: e you apprive. ati ſt you my 
Lord without Fur malii), and mou d appear before the ſevereſt Judge in the plaineſt 
Curb, vr rather nakedneſs of thought; ar ſome, and thoſe net of the leaſt courage go to 
the moſt bloc ) Teſt of valour, all una m d. An over-care in things of ilis nahe _ 
en tun to affect ation, and what mas meant a Gardi proves anEncumbrance: N. 
ſtiſ n our imaginations with making of em too quaint 4, and poliſh,till wt are 
nothing elſe but gloſs: 1 am infinitely pleaſs dito be as plain as I can c Ihen 
it pleaſes others, tho' I am ſure it does,ghat I have laid this Play at your Lurup 
fret. Allmy acquaint ant e that wiſh ms well, zppland my choice; for Tray ſafely aj- 
firm by the judgment of theT own without being ſeſ ſur i for a Damber her A et 4 
Man whom all Men Love but you, you a beheld in all the Company you ο,j 
a: if you were the G enious u that Prince, vho was cull d rhe Delight of Mankind 
and are ador d with all the Love andaaniration whith e er ry Nott: Titus faus 
in Rome. Ziphares is an imper fact Fgure of your ſeh; Icaſt him in our Mould 
and faſhion d him, as well as H $f ox t hit Pei fection . — tf TL 
verſallyallows you:WhenlT deſyn'd to draw him from rhe Lad tryendearing ft, and 
paſſongtely loving, I thought on you, and found the way to charm em. And 
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tis moſt 
certain Be who obliges thoſe Fare Crigicks to be of his party, has the Jureſt Cards, 
thar ever Poet plaid I cannot hut own the Horionrs they have done me, and in- 
treat your Lordſhip to ſecure my Friends. There is nor yet a greater Honour won 
beg of your Lordſhip, and ſo important, I cannot name it without apprehenſion : 
Mithridates, being in your hands, deſies to be laid at the Feet of the Aucen. Her 
Majeſty,who is the Sublimeſt Goodneſs, and moſt merciful Virtme that ever bleſt a 
Land, fas been pleas d to grate him with her Preſence, and promis'd it again with 
uch particular praiſes, the effects of her pure Bounty, that ſhou d he not expreſs his 
Grxatitude, almoſt to adoration, he mou d deſerve another Fate, when he iu next repre- 
ſemea than what he has hitherto rectiv d. A2 | Thave 
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1 Hellas exortus uti, en wean op 


ar Ferrea, cognatoque viros ſpirote weralls. 
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e onate e 92 0 
ever 4s. wk. . kehen endea fern like; A5 
WA 9 r 7s ef. the e Moxicans-. wy ky 
— — And thoſe who now 3 > 
8 *. "v4 OG NIN 2 | | 
Apps but as the  Shadaws of the Nai 
e be cbjefied, I brokethe Scenes in the beginning of the Third and Bi 
; rhoſe,whoare ſo nicely-curioxs to be effendeda at 11 over eee for their 4 
e leave em ont, and the Play will be entire. Lapply my ſelf ce MO. Lord, ! 
2, as Montaign does to his Rrader in the Chapter of Boos; Lil, 7 ran 
the man that ſhall trace me! et For 4 baven many nes feund ja anEs P 
fron, AS I pretended was; in 4 Bley ef #1 ry org, and had it damn” * e 
Criticks, tho immortal Shakefpear ml let bluſh:to own it. But 1 
Jour Lor 22 mill find me out, and I defireto be. found a K efiner on 75 ane. 
ble Writers; the Ground is theirs,and all that ſerves to make 4 rithEmby oudery |. 
hope theWorldwill do me the Juſtice to chinł, I 2 d it ixto another faſhion 
more ſuitable to the Age we live in; for I cou dperſmade my ſelf there were not hi 
in the Play, I won d not hevededieatedit to the beſt of Men, 
— —Mccocribus cffe.Poefis 3. * 
Non Dii, non hamines, non conceſſere calumne: | 
L Fire EN u muſt give me leave to tel the World, that Pillars. and Altars to ought 
to be rail d to your Lordſhip, if the greateſt Genius of Poetry deſerves em: Tour 
- hong hrs, in ſom eſele Poems he have ſee ren, are rich and nem, as the lden American 
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ade 701 like a Cammander, and every: Commander like an A lexanderʒ ſo 
in admirable 1 all thng? « are 700 N IS knew ; ot where to 10 ; 


Tur Images are 27 eat, we look lite Dwarfs | Rune yo: ry "and then he ng 
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© What e re you ſtamp ut Rojal, other Pretenders to Satyr at file 20 be 
dee the 2 * ping if 7 25 nd dip 1 TD Stver in 25 wn mak 175 
or Gala. eee, bids me ſay no more of your Lor aſhips Poetry leſt Idam 
y n aim at nothing 277 ee 7 * thought by your lad, 
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18 1 Leaders, 19 the H rumpet s GU E 
1 rtial dquagrons on 10. ſand or fall. 
Toſs 'd eve 975 chef 11 Poets are g 8 34 


When gent'r rous Wit '0r Selly doe 1 are aa: 
ben Hummin ng Vorces. 574 the Pla ay begin, or al oh 5 
And the laft FouritÞ calls the. Prolog | WH Be: 2 Wade 


' Here you, like dreadful | Mariet, 1 10 


And, in full Council, try all Wricers Wit, - 151 ah e 
7 ſome, for Sence "Renown , aur Authors bow ; N 8 
Ard what you Doom „ fer 4 ft Fate allow 4 wo 5 
But ſure far leſ. ſs ſuch Judges, Poets dread, eee 
Than te Raw Blades whowill net let ay Pla, xa. 
But, e re they can bè heard, cy „ot em 22 —_ g 
Theſe Pyrats, that Loth ao and'Wits debaſe"; 1 
Who Fields, * with their Spleen, oiſg = us 
Poets and W arriours both ſta ud have 1 in ( Chaſe i 55 

T beſe Libellers 1 ho noble Fiohts 45 N " wa | 
Jet, when a Pan bat flaſhes . 3 heir E _ 2 
Who writ Lampoons, 4 vilely get @ Name, 
By others In fan, and ip pane, "Kb er xp yn 
Fe, VVbhifters, of the juſte Sence, pL : 
To be the Powdev- Monde tru r * 

om beads they Y 8 my 57 


Mimicks,like Apes, what 5 i 

And be pon the Vermin ! 0 4 7 5 dr 
Neg/efted theſe, and truſting, to eur aid, 

[0 beauty cur laſt Vo (7:08 lihe e Jiurgy, are 9 
Beauty, which ie adrns the e'op ning Lift, © 
och Czſar's Heart wouchſafes not 10 reſiſt. 

Ia hal alme Herjotbdid thi lay; 

7e, by the Poet, Iwas bid to ſay. 

the fiſt a, 'twas meant the Ladys Play. | 
E pigs 


* Haze by: Mr. Order. 


1K) amas . v it 1 * * * 


FO've ſeend Pairof faithful A R 16 y 
And much you care; fer, moft of "you oil 5 
Twas a 70. Judgment on ther Conſtancy. 
For, Hav n be thankd, we. [ie in ſuc 4 an A. 
When no man dies for Love, but on the Stage; 
And evn thoſe Martyrs are but rare in — 1 
curſed ſign how much tzue Faith e 1 
Love is no more a ui ent deſſre; | een 
is a meer Metap bor, 4 painted f Fire. wy N 
In all our Sex, the Name examin'd — Jap 
is Pride, to, ain; and Vanity, to tell: oo vo 5 apa 
In Woman, . 407 ſubtil' —_—— dan 
Curſe on the Punk that made it fir a Trade Fe” 26:1, Van, 
She firſt did Wits Prerogative remove, 8. 8258 
And made a Fool preſume 7075 108 i N ae Bade 
Let Honour and Pref, [ram gel pr d 
Bu glorious Beauty in not to REL 
Or, if it be, "is at a rate a vl | mes 
That noth vg but adoring it ford M Toa! J * 2 
= the rich C alliet may their 1, be whe . 
| They pO chaſe e but f el Ware. 47 Nie 88 
rodig ality that buys Deceii : 
| — both the Giver, and the This cheat. | 
Men but refine on the old Half Crumn may: 
And omen n fgbtJike SWIZZES, e be, 
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WY CE Fog ads itim 24h 
ACT'L SCENE L 

The Outer part of the Temple of the Sun. 

ani nw ea ut Poices o, beard. 


i 194K; __— 


Emer Phardigcds, we, 5 


Par, Night, to Night, this fatal moment, | 
Our dreadful Father's Naptials are e 

And I mult loſe bright Monima for ever. 

Ambition teo is barr'd, Sceptets and Crowns, $73 

And all the Golden Quarries now'we loſt. 250171 

Aitbares, O Zsphares! happy Brother. 

Thou haſt diſlog'd me by thy late Exploing 

_ now uſurp'ſt my Father's Breaſt alone. 

ars'd be the Pow'r that bleſs d thee on thy way 

To overthrow Triarius, curs'd the Stars [ 

That glitter'd round thy Head, ben by thy am 

9 many. Tribunes aud Centurions gel ad 10, 5075 

A made Rome groan, and broke Lucullus heart. 

*P ep. Hear me, my Lord, ; | 
Phar. This morning, on a Mountain 

Adore the Clouds, his Triumph was perform 4 | 

And l aſſiſted at the Sacrifice, | is l 

Why gave I not this Body toirheFlaines,). 443 21270 

To be devour'd among the tortur d Slaves, 

ther than liv*d to ſee his Conqueſt Crown'd Po 

wit; O, Pelopidas, theſe EV ese 

un ali -bridates. with a Torch, give ier 

lo cle vaſt Pile, which like a — 01 * * 3419 n 

bu igh pon the Hill as that og ZB. 
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_ "MITHRIDATES | 2 
Pele. Will you but give mnt Gi. 
- Dun T —_ 
pr ung 
o that degree, that Birds fell round us de d; 
And that thin Region, where we ſcarce cou d live 
When firſt we did. aſce ſo ; 2 \ 
With the Ri 11 and — 1 
And flowing tli were forc move: 24 
Nay, [ believe, the Glutted Gods themſelves mare: 
Were almoſt choak'd With the prodigious Odours.  __ 1 
2 0 * you done ? | Es 
o the green Ne 2 8 
28 at Sea © Kb ol T 24 
or with my Br ir. d 
eee 
ith Emeralds — tat 
Was with a Mundt s Horles wild as Tas Wind, 
From oft the top of that moſt diſmal place 
Plung'd to the bottom ab ae im Deepd- . 
Pielop. Let me intreat you call your R 
2 n ei IT As a 
ou Cannot jour: Brother more to Death; haps T1o 2 
Than This rien, the General Acbilau ran m4=1:d : of Ziv L's 
Was Got the ſtart of me in theRiggotavourg e i 
And though, without being be e fol" noblo - 40 1170 
The better Soldier, he by Policies A x9: Are 50 n 
Has puſtd me from the Dignities 1 bore. de n 68 5 tb Jeff nod] 
The Liow's outed by the fox. a 194557, yu Nn wor be 
Phar. But with full cryve# p42 60 0217 {/ 2 1711 W 21 2d beat 
Let vs unkennel him; rather rebel, 17 &, un wor(d319% « 
Than bear it thus: Tis mige, Tir — 1 {3 buon boils 
Nor let the Name of King, or Father here h e us -nu dirs 10:0 
A Miſtreſs, and a Throne }moltdpecions Titles. 
The God of Battel Lages in my Hreaſt— you oo 169 47 
And as at Delphos, when the glorious Fury & o 8 ini 1G rin T att 
Kindles the Blood of the Erophetick Maid. bool. 0 tl: 
The bounded Deity does ſhoot her out, rad * 10 bo Nil. f 5 
Dravs every Nerve thin ava Spider's Thrtil, ed = n! 2v89 | vl 
And beats the skin out like expande® Gold: 2113 nom L807 5b 0 
| So, with the meditation of the Wark. 9 J 0 I81 © of Vi; £49 ih 
'VVhich my Soul bears, I ſwell almoſt to tibeſting, 1b 6 0 
Pelop. In all the many changes myzLife e b ** Robin 
I] have not 1 one equal yer to yours, ann 
| her times ſo moderate, ſo me 0 dg en MH bd * gi p 
n ore your ſeif, you ſeem d to want 
* P; for Your Slaves xs who Lord it now. 
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* N. ; N | 6 wn 
1 18 4 75 f . 4 N 3 c_—_ 
if. thou ought of co ort, y- * . 
ie 55 * Father” has decreed to 4+ Be | 3 „ 
TY | The Danghter of 7 .I me 10 208 „%%, 
Phar. What can hinder ? Wr 
Felap. Nothing; yer mark: My Brother T; riphon is is 2 
High-Prieſt o'th* Sun, hom all the reſt obe: 3 
Bim have 1 wrought, that 2 the Nuptial Ne Eg edt 4 
Begin, ſome ſtrange Prelages mall fall Meg * bs Ty = 
Diſorders unexpected, to toreſhew _ x _ NN 
The Gods are much offended at the Marriage. "ey A 4 
How this may work with one of mighty Faith . 
In holy Fables, one bf Various humour. i n 
Whom every day new Beauties ſet 0 ke. hh eee ihr 
| Be you the Judge. ' e 0 Cant gau ee 
Pbar. Methinks it has a Face, a 
But yet there's wanting what I cond have wild: bs 
Had it been Zanus-like back'd with another: e terry 
When Mithridates frighted from his een, 3 e ee 


I © ths 
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414 


Warn'd by falſe Oraclez »;how'd aver =D | eee dee g 
Perplex'd, yet Rrogling with the pangs of Love; 13 vj; | 
Then to have laid a Beauty 10 his langing, . do ee li _ GO 


Some fair unknown, prayd of her gaudy nr 
' T have quench'd; his.thirſty wiſhes , that had been Ra et 
A Maſter-piece ! But let him marry 7 her, $a 
Sure Death ſhall wait upon his laughing men; 
And when the God has given her to his Arms, 
ba Fate with unerring force ſhall part em ver, 
| Pelop. - Yet raging? *Tis as you have Taid, and more 
More than excelling Miſchief coud inyent. TORS | 
That is not beſt, We have already rajs'd him; 15 ; * * 
4 Andravar, my Lieutenant General, „ | 
Y Scorn by your Brother, 2 ROM be therefore hats 
* Firſt form'd the Plot. Archilaus” S Feder, 5 
i The fair Semandra, Mitre to Zaphares, 
4 ls deſtin'd_to be made your Father's Prey: if | 
F Phar. Excellent Engine! now thou work ſt indeed ; . : 
Thou haſt hit the Vein, the Life-blood of | his Heart: 
"* Fcannot ſee ought in the extent of Art, 
b Or Nature, that can mend it. O Ziphares, ._.. . 2 
Lin conquer, riſe with N 0 Ih as Heaven, 
So ſuch a Bolt as thi s be Wy to Wait thee nee . 
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But ſee the bre Lehtebaht ! 
And tell me, ſhall Se 1 15 
Andi. [ think, my 4 7 


WA 


Eiter 2 
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To ſerve my beſt Revenge, Love, ot Ambi 


The World, too, knows he is as Amorousnow- © 


And his firſt Tears bedew'd the Shrin 


- See, your Brother, senen . ind net Father, Ie; Is _ vn 


But makes my Heart weep Bead Filho An 
Als not well: I found her ien Morniag, ne 


thou n 
Phat. Thy blontdel merits Praiſe; and fa 5 2 af kit! N 
Andr. Great Mithridates, whom 1 well dre e. 208 7 5 * 
Tho he has weather d forty Winter Fields, e w 
Yer riſes in his vigor, ventures more, e e 
Nor feels decay of ſtreogth; none Learnd * AUS ti 10 18 ain 281 
In Nature's Garden; whence to his Conſtitution 5 L* 11 
Moſt excellent, he adds ſuch helps by Art, IA gust ö = 


That by his looks he might be thought immortal. de 2 2 5 


© * 
od 


2 
ory R TY * + 


As when the firſt Sighs heav'd his youthful Breaffy n 


I of Loye. olds? Y wo 5 

2914082 3 * id 8 mond 7 
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Phar. The Conſequence? 

An ir. He often has been pleas d 5 
To make me Honour d with his private thoughts, | > 
Whereon my General and I agreed, _ 

Knowing your Love to Monima, = * 
And Hatred to your Brother, with one ly 5 RAW 227 


#5 I's; 


Io drive the Buſineſs that non Crown r bo Int 0 yd a 10 1 


Therefore I daily fild your Father's Ears 
With Praiſes of Semandra, raisd his wonder, 16 
Deſcrib'd her dreſs, and each particular Fix „ at | 
Her Eyes, her Bands, her Lips „with all their ben, "> 
And have ſo fir'd him, that 8 only wants „ ems REY 
A view to perfect all, and that will be u Marg Hedlt Abc“ 9356 
To Night. __ _ CE Rene ney 
Fhar. How know'ſt thou Mat e hedge" arr e, EYE 
Andr. | learnt it all” eee fe F 


_— 3.7 


From a She-Slave that waits upon A Og . 


Who told me, that Zifhares, with Conſent 


Of Archilaus, wou'd beg her of the Kin 


When he this Night ſhou'd Minima e wa of 54 a 6: 
Nor doubt, but when he once has ſeen ao! = 

The Charms of his new Queen will.vaniſh, Hark, 

The ſacred Muſick ſounds !. The King and Que qrecomin 


Enter Archilaus, \Ziphires, Semandra. _ n * _ ; 
A 10 
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Phar. O my lad t ing Breaſt ! howHopes and Fears 
Toſs my rack'd Heart, like a pobr Bark, about! 
But ſoon the Calm wall come, or | muſt periſh | in the Tem peſt. 

© FExzeurt Phar. Pelop ard Andr. 


Zip. By Heaven, my e diſtr 
77 


N * 74 . 
41 3 It, 
FALLS "'* p 


Net 
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Not like a Bride, with all her Maids about herr, 
Half Smiling, now half-ſerious with her Thoughts 
Of what muſt come; nor warm, nor bright, nor bluſhing ; 


=; : 


But, Oh the Gods! I found her on the Floor, 
In all the Storm of Grief, yet Beautiful, 
Sighing ſuch Breath of Sorrow, that her Lip, 
Which late appear d like buds, were now o re-blown, 
Pcuring forth Tears at ſuch a flaviſh rate, 
That, were the World on Fire, they might have drown d 
The wrath of Heav'n, and quench'd the mighty ruine. 
Arch. Nothing, my Lord Tis all For Virgins fear : 
Marriage to Maids is like a War to Men, 
The Battel cauſes fear; but the ſweet hopes 
Of winning at laſt ſtill draws 'em on. | 
Sem, Alas, my Lord“! 1 | 
Ziph. What, but alas? No more? When by the Hand 
I led her to the Temple, thus ſhe figh'd, 
And hung upon me. If thou truly Lov'ſt me, 
If 1 may credit my Semandra's Tears, \ 
Think *em not drops of Chance like other Womens, 
The Weather of their Souls, the Chryſtal bubbles 
Which they can make at will; Oh ſiatis fie x 
The longing of my Breaſt, and tell my Sorrows, 
Sem: That 1 do Love you, Oh, all you Hoſt of Heav'a 
Be Witneſs ? That you are Dear to me, 1. 
Dearer than Day to one whom ſight muſt leave, - 
Dearer than Life to one who fears to die: 
O thou bright Pow'r be Judge, whom we adore, 
Be Witneſs of my Truth, be Witneſs of my Love 
But yet I fear —= ods to 
 Ziph. That fear, give me that fear, Semandra z 
Produce it in the uglieſt Form it has, + 
If onght that is deform'd can come from thee. _ 
Sem. I ſhall, my Lord, ſince you are pleas'd to hear me, 
Untold my doubts, the cauſe of all my Tears. 
Firſt then, I muſt complain of my hard Stars, 
That did not dart kind Luſtre on my Birth; _ 
For tho at preſent, while your young Blood boyls, 
Your reaſon cannot get the Rein of Paſſion, 
Yet it will come, when long poſſeſſion cloys vou, 
Then you will think, what Queens you might have had, 
With Kingdoms for their Dower ; perhaps you may 
Prove ſo unkind, to tell me of it too; | 
Or, if you ſhow'd not, your Eyes wou'd ſpeak — 
Enough to break the Heart of poor Semandra. . . - 
Zipb, Why doſt thou ſtab me with the tenderneſs © + 
Of chy falſe fears, and melt me into Mourning? 1 
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To ſerve my beſt Revenge, Love, or Amb 2 ain en 
Andr. Great Mirbridales, whom 1 well baye! tad 8. 7926 ad 3 FC. 
Tho he has weather'd torty Winter Fields, * 185 AM = "y at 
Yer riſes in his vigor, ventures more, 1 
Nor feels decay of ſtreogth; none Learned At u¹⁰,,ʒ⁊ u Hl 2 82 
la Nature's Garden; whence to his e 5: I 2vetl in! 1 
Moſt excellent, he adds ſuch helps by Axt, rA 9801675} oö 2 
That by his looks he miglit be thought lemininioytal, * au erh! | 
he World, too, knows he is as Amorous nos 
As when the firſt Sighs heav'd his Wes mt [ER PS ES; EPL 
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To make me Honour d with his private thoughts, | a Bane 
Whereon my General and I agreed, 8 
Knowing your Love to Monima, ö rer n 
And Hatred to your Brother, with one bloß re on Pad 
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Of Archilaus, wou'd beg her of the King, 

When he this Night ſhou'd Minima E ule, 
Nor doubt, but when he once has ſeen Seman We 

The Charms of his new Queen will. vaniſh, Hark, "gh 

The facred Muſick ſounds! The King and Queen are.coming, 


Enter Archilaus , Zines, Semandra. n ** 101 


See, your nn Se man ira af net Father, © 2? 15 11 n 1255 IF 
Phar. O my lab'ring Breaſt! ow Hopes and fears * * 12 
Toſs my rack ' d Heart, like a poor Bark, about ! w/v bi 
But ſoon the Calm will come, or ] muſt riſh in the Tempeſt. 
2 1 * h 4 ee Phar. Pelop and Andr. 
ip. By Heaven, my Love, thou doſt dj 8 
Theres not a Tear that falls from thoſe dear Bag 1 1245 1 1 : 
But makes my Heart weep er eg 7 1574 1 
All is not well: I found ber in the Morning, COT OV 
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Not like a Bride, with all her Maids about her, 
Half Smiling, now half-ſerious with her Thoughts 
Of what muſt come; nor warm, nor bright, nor bluſhing; _ 
Bat, Oh the Gods! I found her on the Floor, 
In all the Storm of Grief, yet Beautiful, 7 ee to 
Sighing ſuch Breath of Sorrow, that her Lips, 
Which late appear d like buds, were now ore-blown, _ | 
peuring forth Tears at ſuch a {laviſh rate, 
That, were the World on Fire, they might have drown d 
The wrath of Heav'n, and quenchd the mighty ruine. 

Arch. Nothing, my Lord Tis all For Virgins fear : 
Marriage to Maids is like a War to Men 
The Battel cauſes fear; but the ſweet hopes 
Of winning at laſt ſtill draws em on. | 

Sem, Alas, my Lord! _.. ws 

Ziph. What, but alas? No more? When by the Hand 


LS 
o 
* ad 


SE 


[ Weeping. 


I led her to the Temple, thus ſhe ſighd, 


And hung upon me. If thou truly Lov'ſt me, 
If 1 may credit my Semandra's Tears, ' 
Think em not drops of Chance like other Womens, 
The Weather of their Souls, the Chryſtal bubbl 
Which they can make at will z Oh fiatisfie 
The longing of my Breaſt, and tell my Sorrows, 
Sem: That 1 do Love you, Oh, all you Hoſt of Heav'a 
Be Witneſs ? That you are Dear to me, 
Dearer than Day to one whom ſight muſt leave, / 
Dearer than Life to one who fears to die: 
O thou bright Pow'r be Judge, whom we adore, 
Be Witneſs of my Truth, be Witneſs of my Love 
But yet 1 fear : Mann, | 
Ziph. That fear, give me that fear, Semandra ; 


Produce it in the uglieſt Form it has, 


If ought that is deform'd can come from thee. _ 
Sem. I ſhall, my Lord, ſince you are pleas'd to hear me, 
Unfold my doubts, the cauſe of all my Tears. 
Firſt then, I muſt complain of my hard Stars, 
That did not dart kind Luftre on my Birth, 
For tho at preſent, while your young Blood boyls, 
Your reaſon cannot get the Rein of Paſlion, 
Yet it will come, when long poſſeſſion cloys you, 
Then you will think, what Queens you might have had, 
With Kingdoms for their Dower ; perhaps you may 
Prove ſo unkind, to tell me of it too; | | 
Or, it you ſhow'd not, your Eyes wou'd ſpeak — — 
Enough to break the Heart of poor Semandra. . . 

Ziph. Why doſt thou ſtab me with the tenderneſs 
Of thy falſe fears, and melt me into Mourning ? 
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Ah, who wou'd leave the warmth of Nis lovd Free * 2 offs Us & - 
For 'the could cares which black Ambition Pings e 04857 0904 e ia 
Sem, Spight of ill boding Dreams, CY Ns 0 [a in, - 
You muſt, you ſhall, you ought to be bellen d. 180 2 BT Wi) ( 
And, if T Weep again, it is for joy © D176 V7 2013 ie = 1 - 


That! this Night ſhall be your Ha Y Bride, * en . 10 fl 93 
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Still make thy Conſuls tremble at my Name, Run ” x7 zi 387 3g 3; 
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Aquil. The Nations muſt confeſs,” that Menn ed hab 
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Aquil. The braveſt muſt ſubmit, when Fortune . 
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Mon. Not, my dear — upon your Noptial | 
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Which all the Gods, Toa all good Men muſtvike; 

For Lucius Caſſius, and for Quintus Oppius. n li 

A milder Deſtiny Sin ſtore. Away with him. | 

And now proceed we to the ſacred — | [ 76501 
Aquil. Vet, &re you joyn, here me, proud Emperour, o Ani 
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I ſee my Death, by Roman Arms, reyeng d; 


And what Lucullas had ſo well begun, 18 N e 0 og Aran 
Pompey ſhall end; Pompey, thy y glory's re #09 547 90% 5H 04RD 
This Hour that gives me Death, ſhall be the lat 
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And when at laſt ſubdu'd in all thy Wars, FE 


Spoil'd of thy Queens, thy Sons and Davoiiters lain, 
Thou ſeek ſt ſome corner of thy conquer d Empire 
To hide thy abandon'd Head in; then the logg 
Of all thy Woes ſhall come, one whom thou leaſt 
Shalt fear, long nouriſh'd in thy impious breaſt, 
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Our Nuptials are not pleaſing to the Gods; 1 791 + 
'Tis for ſome fault of mine, O Mi eo 
That Heav'n denies thy Beauties to my pH wag bi 7 
Thus, when we did approach the hallow'd Malt, 
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- | | Wild muddy Boars defile the cleanly . 477 
Or Vultures ſort wich Daves; as, — 00 U 0 a 
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Mon. Command me die, ere give your. Majeſty, | 
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acking my Heart with what they have ſet Gown, 5 
hou art our Queen. | 1 Hell 
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A ſenſeleſs. ſound, except I am-your Lore: 
1 find, I find that 1 am loſt for ever: 


1 have but llept, charmd witch a golden Dun 
And now am wak'd to beggarry again. 


Why did you take me from my Father's Wing? 
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The Courſes of the Roman Mannins fal! OT 
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The toils and hardſhips which my early Valour IJ E 
Has undergone, the many Fields I have fought, rt. 
And Conquer'd too; and as of old the Romans, by 
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| won'd, with bolder mention of my deeds, 
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; "M1FHRTDATES 


The Child of Night, that ſueh a ſtream of en 
FShcud have her Spring ſo muddy 


Who dart to match thy Lees of blood 8 ks 


And danb the Throne of the Immortal Cyrus 


Ziob. Hold, hold, moſt awful, give Zac . oy ; * 


Impale me, burn me, bury me aliy ** 
But do not wrong this Innocent old Man, 


Theſe Hairs, which were made Silver in your . 
O the good Gods! whom Feat cod never = 
Your bitter words have caus d to tremble: Sect 


With the diſgrace, he weeps ; his Springs of life 
Which had — 25. wat 
Affront has water 20 

Oh my poor Father ! 


Mitb. Ha ! that Name again, 


Thou art no more my Son. For thee, genes, 


Thou ſhalt attend our Queen ; to Court, my F 
Where J muſt learn — 4 ro forget Ziphares, 
And match yon equal to your Birth, 

Stm. My Lord -— - feat 

Mtb. Look not back. | 
Conduct the Queen, Pharnaces.”- O, Kane! 
*Tis to your Tears I Sacrifice my Juſtice; . ; 
To them, your Father's life I'll not deny, 
Who for Ambition did deſerve to die. 


L Exeunt all i pra gd Ars. 
Arch. Dotard ! and ſawcy ! nay, the Lees of blood! 
Now, by the Gods, 'tis ſprightly go cel Eh nano : 


O. tis too much to bear. Forgive 
It breaks the very Neck of Loyalty; 


Perhaps, he Whores my Daughter 000. a viſt, 


Rather then ſee him wear my Glories Spoils, 


Thon, my good Sword, that has ſo oft — An. 


And dy'd thy ſelf in Roman bowels, to 
The y ery Guard, for this ungrateful King, 
Be faithful to me, as thou ſtil] haſt been, 

And pierce the Heart of thy diſhonour'd Maſter. 


H you are ſtirr'd thus at an angry word, 
What ſhow'd 1 be; I, who am loſt indeed, 
} who am ſtunn'd, I who fuſtain'd the ſtroke. 
Of all the anger of the Fates at once? R 
Semandra, O my Love! 75 
Arch. Reſtrain your grief, 
As I'my Rage, and let us think 


: Tho' me my Daughters Virtue I WO. flake © 


Zipb. Oh, Archilaus ! Oh, my kinder Father! 


King ef PONTUS . 


My Immortal part, my Fame fo dearly bought. 
Yet force, which he may uſe, will have its way: 
Conſider that. | r 
Ziph. Conſider ! how ſhou d 1 
Conſider, who grow mad with crouding thoughts; 
Where every one endeav ting to be foremoſt 
Stops up the Paſſage, and will choak my Reaſon ? 
Arch. Once more ſpeak humbly to him, 
Perhaps, tis but a ſudden ſhort-livd fit, _ 
A guſt of Paſſion that may ſoon blow over: 
But if you find it rooted in his Heart, 
Eat your way through him, to your Happineſs, 
Or periſh, like your Brother Mithbridates:” 
Ziph. By Heay'n, I think it greateſt happineſs 
Never to have been born; and next to that, 
To die: For who that wears his fleſh can bear 
The curſe of Accidenes, a Change like mine ? 


» 


I who, ſome moments paſt, wou'd not have changd 


Condition with the bleſſed Gods themſelves 
Now in all probability am loſt, 
And ſtand upon the very brink of Ruine. 
Arch, Your Deſtiny's uncertain ; Fate, as yet, 
Holds the Scale doubtful : Let us haſte to Court, 
—_ = — way 1 way the + tang 
Zipb. Not an o, methought re 
Kuss my ſelf, and almoſt cou d have wept 
n meer compaſſion to th* hard-fated World, 
Thinking how much my ſtate was happier. 
Arch. Yet all the while you did not ſpy 
Which crept inviſible and undermin'd you. 
Zipb. Alas, I did not z without fear I ſtood; 
Like one who on the Beach, deſcries from far 
A labouring, Bark, with which the Billows war, 
Pities its ſtate, wiſhing the Tempelt gon. 
But Views not the near Sea come rolling on: 
So did with me my unſeen Fortune play, 
Till the Waves came and waſh d me quite away. 


the danger 


— 


—— 


ACT IL ScENE I. 


Euter Pharnaces, and Felopid as. 


Pur. II. L hear no more; get me a hundred Horſe 


| To be our Guard, Ill bear her 
And rayiſh-her, by all the Fire that Ads 


hence to Night, 28 , 


1 1 MTH RT DATES 


This fearleſs frame, I Will. . the diff renes? q 167 
Is not the Blood of 
Like other \\V comers ? Souls alike infus'd 2. 
T heir Banquets Richer, and the Di inks they rate 
The very Spirits of the Purple Vine?” 

Yet we mu think em cold as candid Ice, 
Not thought ſtarting, free flom warm deſires, 
As the bleak Girl upon the Mountain's to 
Cover'd wich Snow, beaten with conſtant. by rs; 
That feeds on Herbs and Rovts, and drinꝭs the Dew. 


— 


- Pelep. What, would you he 276 her fall like mellow brit, * 


Whom yet no Son has ſhoe upon, no varmth 
To tipen? *bate a little of this ie. r 

Fhar. Pel pi as, 1 oft have told you, that © e 
She knew my Love, before ſhe ſaw my Father, 


For in the Plunder 1 firſt lighted on ber: us ve AY 3 ks 


\ Tho” afterwards he took my beautecus hoy. far: a 
As now he does my Brothers. I ahedg dj. 
As late I led her Wee ping to het Chamber, 

My conſtant paſſion, and his breach of Faith, I. 


All that a Love moſt violent cou'd Ht _ 2 
ut ſhe mins, A I 
Inſenſible reply'd, the King, *twAs poſſible,” I 2187.5 0 v 21628 


Into a Lover's Mouth, like nne; 


At laſt might kill her with ts Crveity; 1 . 
vet to the utzio!t moment᷑ of her ife © 1 Os 1: wort ar lie, 
She wou'd adore him with ſuch ſpotleſs wo | 

Such moſt Romantick faith, «and ſich a deal 


Of whining Grief, that i iga Rage f 1 weft you n. nary med 15 ig 


VOY 2127 ww : 112 116 21 


i 31919 Ir 
He that will win a moſt exalted Beant EEE tA 48% 


Away, and left her talking to Ker ie 
Pelop.. And do you think this Pag Feta wil earry't? Fl 


Muſt bend his Soul low, asFe Idar. _ 
Watch every Glance, obeyHher* pe foes, ww 
Caſt up his Eyes at each affected 55 8 
And ſwear Beſides her Hoflour, Si, her Honour, 
Obliges her to ſtand a while at diffance. - | h 

Flur. Tis almoſt empty; Honour, Conttitip; all 
But gaudy Nonſenſe, O. Pelopidas 

Rather than buy my Pleaſure with fuch _ 
Fde be a Brute: Now, by my life, methinks, 134 
The happier Creature, caſt before my Eyes; | 
The generous Horſe, looſe in a Flow'ry . N 
With choice of Paſture, and of Cryſtal Brooks. 92 
Ad all his chearful Mikreſſs about him, 
The white, the hroꝶn, the black, the thining-bay, | 
And every dapfed Female of the Pield 
; FRE [is vg 


Now, by the Gods, for oußht W as 
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Thinks 


ng PONFUS at 


Thin ks him a Beaſt, Manes a Beat dcn * 


Felop. Be more 1 04 f 4 r . sten 


have thought of an expedient to Ld 


Phar. Thou art my better Genius, and ſhatt govrid, 
When Arcbel ius, like a blaſted Tree, anc 
Lies rotting to the Ground. * — Who w/e ones j++ | 
Felop Did Mithrid.tes . Anne r I 912 113 7 
Know of your Love to nn NO aps 4 wor £07 dN. 
Fhar. He did: 4-0 2 10 1000077 1 1 le 


As publickly I ſhew'd i it as been: 1 

vet he who like the Heſperian Dragon, thinks 

The Golden Fruit of Beauty all his Ow-W um 

flew at meas a Thief, who, while he ſleptt 

Had ſtoln his Prize, and made me pay, it back: Soul nn mote” 

or ſwore my Life ſhov'd be the fatal forfeit.” r 
felop. Tis as I cou d have wiſh'd: Thus then, the King, _—_ 

_ Whoſe Heart Semandra kindles into Flame, „ 

Cools every hour to his new mic t) d Bride, a r 

And will not Bed her til} the Cbrouition, © F oo as OE el 

A meer put off, wading ĩa deep Jeu, *. Ne n 

And wiſhing for pretence to pa e * A e- K. 1 b 
Pbar. Which he ſhall have 3 N of tins has choke it. * 


Pelop. 1, and the needful Andraver, . a”, 
Who feels the Pulſe of his Ae nol = 1 * 
Will ſwear boldly, 4a of 1.7 3947 62% L1 e $2) 9 00 75 a ben ns d * 


2 nomben id of 352012! | 
As Witneſſes who had both ſen gut h 27 e Fate Wh ery 3p 
1 95 een ne 


The jealous Monim , intug d oe” Bt! 1 | LAs. 

But more for We _ IR on: CN i Wong 1h 

ſtrove to revive the Paſſion that you +: 08 12 257 Mo nt" 1 

But you moſt generouſly oppos her Charms, 

Which with unwillingneſs you ſhall confeſs, W a 

And beg your fiery Father to forgive her. — 
Phar. Pithy, and ſhort; thou art thesoul of Counſel. 4 
Pelop. The very breaking of the buſiueſs, throws "Ap 

Her into Priſon ; where, While T guard the door, inn 

Your Highneſs may, with as much eaſe, pe: n 

Your Pleaſure, as your faithful Servant th - on Hale nr ab. 
Pbar. In thanks the vileſt, fawai e com a T $ 1 

Wou'd ſpeak thee fairer than Phavitace = 2 neee 


But let my deeds be grateful t or k 2ogs51© 10 2855; 
| Brat 6 wy Sch 102 E wil oH an 1099 2 
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Sen. 


Now lays about him, and inv 


Ads wonders for yd) madding 
Tb . 
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"'Semandra weeping, Es Father 
Monima, like a 6, mourning ; 1 
Old Archileus baſking on 1 101 7027 
And Amorous Zipbgres, led Love, 

To tumble from t top of all hi 

Defiance from the Roman Conſul Glabris, | 

1 ſent, and the third Pontick War reuem d. 


But Love ſo rocks your Father's drowzy brain, ; wary 


Thar all the Trumpets of the thundring Legions 
Can ſcarce awake him. See where he comes ! 


Enter Mithridates attend ed. 


His haughty courage ſcarce ſubmitting to. 
The weight which preſſes him; but ſtriking out. 
_ Mith. She muſt be mine, this admirable Creature, 
Her Charms are now inevitable grown; 
And, while I ſeem to fright her from my Son, 
I talk and gaze, and dote, to my undoing. 
See her no more; loſe her with weighty thoughts, | 
And d ron her in the Ocean of thy Power: 
In vain I ſtrive with cares to keep her down, 
In vain does buſineſs ſink her to the bottom; 
This Bladder Love ſtill bears her up again. 
_ Like a cnn Lion, raging in the bers 
lunges in his paſſion, ſpends his force, 
Al ſtruggles wich the Toil that holds hina faſter. 
Mtb. See her no more 
As well 1 might bid Meteors keep their luſtre, 
When all the ſhining Exhalation's er 6 
That fed their ſhort-liv'd glory. 


[911 = + + 

Bute ilona. Non 
Mon. O Aida my cruel Lord! 

1 come with all the ui Oo 

To make my laſt farewel. 
Mith. What means the 
Men. The Queen ! O mee ou). 

| Pageant of Greatneſs ! 4 at a while, | 

But ſtreight neglected like a common thing. 

I come, my Lord, to beg (O Heaw'ns!) ky 

| oo Royal 5 I from Court ; 

And, ſince m your Bounty reigns | 

At Epheſus, x there wou'd go to mourn, 


And languiſh out my wretched Life's remain. Pg rid rods zigl nl 
nA * will you amen to my Boſam, 2b 57 


-and live! impotſible ! 


yy ww, „ Py wo -&® *r. 1: end | _ S 


Eee 


n MC 


en byrthen'd — SH 2 u, 
our unneceſſary grief; . . 

bn. From Earth, I fear, 750 

And not from Heav'n, thoſe Cloudy FER are drawn. 
Mith. No matter whence, mu oy Cd pt gpm partake” 
The tender Face of Beauty cannot 
for, if from Earth they come, their Damp will ſtifle ; 
And, if from Heav'n, their Influence is blaſting, 
Mon. Were you but kind, my Lord, as once * AAA, ; 
What blaſting cow'd L fear? what dangers, dr {3 
In all the horrors of moſt dreadfol Death? 
But you are pleas'd that I ſhould not - 

Andr. Semandra, by your Majeſty's appointment, 
Attends without. 7 


Mith. Fair Monima, retire: 
| cannot be, yours ; Affairs of State 


c 
oo 


xtake: — 


2 


You will oblige me by a confidence; 
Now take me from you. 


Mon, Say the Affairs of Love. 
Iwou'd, my Royal Lord, but cannot blame you; ; 
|feel a Spirit within me, which calls up 
All that is Woman wrong d, and bids me chide; 

But you are Aithridates, that dear man 

Whom my ſoul loves, elſe, were you all the Kings, 
All Worlds, all Gods, I con d [et looſe upon you, 
For thoſe deep i injuries which I mult ſuffer z 

Con'd, like the fighting Winds, diſturb all Nature 
With venting of my wrongs; but I am huſn d 

As a ſpent Wave, and all my fiery Powers 

Are quench'd, when I but look upon your Eyes, 
Where, like a Star in water, I ap 
A pretty fight, but of no Influence, 

And am at beſt but now a ſhining Sorrow. [ Exit. led by Pharnacss.. 

Mith. O Love! if that the Face of ſuch Affection, 
dach modeſt Sweetneſs, and ſuch humble Virtue, 

As my Queen bears, fix not my wandring Heart, 
Freak, break thy Bow, and burn thy uſeleſs Arrows: 
By Heav'n her kindneſs ſtrikes my troubled Soul. 


Enter Semandra with Andravar attending: 


ut ſee, ſhe's loſt a ain, Semandra comes, 

Who drowns like bluſhing Noon her paler dawn, 
And ſhews like Summer to the lafant 
Smandra, what, ftill ? will not 
The Wealth which the Sun ſees thronghoyt the Lo 


Ory up your Tears? methigks, an Empire might” = 
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Suffice for any loſs. 1 give you all my Power 
And, with it, ſuch a heart, às nought but Lo 


n 


35 ET 


* 

Ai unde 4 * 
1 
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Cor'd bow: I throw it blecding at your Feet.” % CE pan pe. 4 
Behold, behold, Semandrg, while Lbl "8s wat . — _— . 
The great effects of your zommandin ae 24 Vs anne 
Sem. Were you yet greater thaß vb! Peder ſcarce n 
The Gods can make you;  tho* no hount vis Heyy” © 9255 799092 50 


Did limit your large Sway; tho in 5 Per 


The Graces met that every man ado 
The bluſh of Riſing Yourh, the Cor 
The Noble Smiles. and thofe/'m$s 
Which drew my Heart to o ge 
I cou'd not Love you. * 
Mitb. Oh, unmerciful! 20009788 
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Sen. You faid, my Lord, but now, 
You bluſh'd to think of your "degraded' Power; 


How then ovght I to bluſh? I, who 
The daily Curie of your repining 


1, who am bound by Oaths and folewn 1 Bee 
To love Zipbares? by my Father's Order, 
And by the tendereſt Inclinatjon too. 


Mith. Vou ſtrike me dead. 


ſhot'd de 


. Kfer Xx = 


* 
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Sen. Oh, do but inks” wre. 


How wou d Mankind: w 
Tear all the Rolls, or th? 


heg 88 to MS I * [ en n 107 


How wou' d the weeping Maids Curſe my tem 
Shou'd T for pride o 2 a Golden Promiſe, 


A gaudy Nothing, prove ingrateful, 


jur d! ! o 


Leave all the goodneſs of the Earth to anguiſh, 


And break for ever with his matchlefs Virtve ! 
Mit b. You have ſaid, an&Tconfeſs it to h 

I know, and till I aw your Eyes, I 10 

The V irtue of my Son; I lodg'd him ner 


? 


My Heart, and ſet him down my Succeſſor: 
But now, Oh hear, and wonder at your Pine 


Spight of his Noble Acts. tho to bis 
I owe my Life, tho Juſtice ſpeaks fo 


Arm 
loud, 


4 


And the ſoft Tongue of Natore pleads Swell, 


I hate him more than I did ever love him. 11 75, 
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Sem, Alas! wou'd I had dy'd when firſt you ſiw me. 
Mith. Had he confpird my Death, 1 my Throne, 


perhaps I might have doom d him to 


be lain, 


Yet ſure I ſhouw'd have wept to ſee him die; 
But now, ſince he muſt Ravin that 10 Gon 4 


I prize above the W orld, tearing 


en 


356142 
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yon from me,” 
Giving me-twenty Deaths, and cutting throv 
My very Soul, ſhou'd I v Epi gire 
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To buy his Fate, Ide think it vaſtliy ſo ld. 

Sem. Then blaſted be the Form that Charm'd your Eyes. 

His Fate! Oh, Gods! then you deſign his Death, „„ 

To reap the Bloody Harveſt of his Liſe, 

And, Atreus-like, to feed on your own Bowels? 

But know, proud Monarch, there are Powers who ſee 

And puniſh Crimes like yours; Nor can I deubt „ 

But they will ſave from your moſt Impious Rage 

My poor lov'd Lord, the innocent Ziphares. ee ping. 
Ait h. Thoſe Waters more inrage my Jealous Flame, | 

And thoſe heav'd Sighs but ſpread my Anger's Wings; | 

Your Fatal Kindneſs haſtens on his Death. - _. eee 

And that untimely Doom which I forbo re 

To execute, feems nee nom: Err to... © 

You give him all your Stock of richeſt Love, Ss eee 

Your Tears, your longing Looks, your Smiles, your Groans, . . -, 

And over- bleſs him with your laviſh kindneſsʒ 

But niggardly to me, you will not ſpare. | OP? 

A pitying Glance, one Pearly drop to Ranſom 

The Soul of this 2 Mitbridatess 

Andravar, go, and bear the Prince to Priſon. 
Sem, Stay, Andravar; the King has call d you bacqcx 

dee, he repents: Nay, I muſt hold you then 

And, if you ſtir, you take Semandra mth you... eee. 

O, Autbridates! O ungrateful Prince! 

What was it you did Order? But behold, _ . 

His Eyes are . the Ground, he bluſnes 

To think he cou d ſo monſtrouſly Decree  _ 

To Murder the ſweet hopes of all his Kingdoms, 

The Gods be prais'd for this Serene Repentance ; 

Yet, with the fright, I fear I ſhall not fleep 

Till Death does cloſemy Eyes. 
ne oii - 4 
on. Never, I never WEL. ooy bid aved | ibo 33 5 

ON all you pitying Powers, will not my Cries __. 

And piercing Woes move you to melt his Soul? _ 

Can you be deaf? Oh Cruel Mitbridates? + 4 

Did you but know the workings you have made.. 

The heavy plight, the panting Eg nt in ee evi 

1 7 had but a Grain of all een anc ti” 

Of Love, you ſwore you had once for Semandra, ... ;. } nnd 

You cou d not ſee me thus: Miſery diſtrac tts ñ 

My Reaſon; ſhou'd you turn to a new Rage 

(Which I muſt fear, unleG you Vow tofaye.blm)... |. 
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cou d not bear it; you ſhos d ſee me fal!!! 
Cold, pale, and with my Deaths Convulſions graſping avs 
Tour water d feet, but never m in e rb. 1 re | 


20 mITHRIDATES 
By all thoſe Powers we, worſhip, by our Selk... 17 
When e're Ziphares dies, Stmandra kills bim 100 2 
She ſhall alone have Power to give him Death, TO 


Fi 
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by ater Ziphares, and Aten, 


Thus « dearly do 1 buy the Red Impreſſion al 6 

Which my Lips make; but take it, take it Ron i me; 

My Blood boils u again, my Spirits kindle, en 1 | = Fe eng" - 

That lovely Brand has lent my wiſhes flame, e n a - 

And I am loſt again in vaſt deſire. ne 
Ziph. Semandra! Live | once to ſee thee "OE 

Tho in my Father's Arms? *Tis Heav'n, to gaze 

On thy aſlaulted Honour; thus to ſee thee 

Thus tempted from me with the Charms eb Einpire, 

Yet not conſenting! No, 2 ne think the World, 

Laid at thy Feet, 107 

Cou'd win thy Faith ! en ER TEQISL 01: 

oy we ure forg een e e 

If that my boding Heark fu more | 

Than all that Heav'n cou d fend Aba great 150 charming, 

Or Hell cou'd raiſe up horrid e is e 
Mith, O Glory! | 1 
Arch. O, conſider, Sir, g 13 aller e 

Think how the Romans wail af Nur EINE IQ? 

If Love now drive — ——> my Lord: He'yi ja 

. Ziph. Oh, Royal Sir, or if the Name of Father wed 

Can move you more, by that I will Conjure re you; 

By all the Charms of Stratonice's Eyes, mts L 


Or to recal his moſt untimely Fate. at e eral + RUDI. ak 
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When firſt they drew you to adore their luſtte; | ol, WE + 655 1 


By all the Pains you gave her when ſhe bore me; Ns. RNS. 
By all the Obedience I have paid you long,” e 
And by the Blood 1 yet intend to loſe habe, e Lok 
In your behalf: Oh grant me my Smd (ui. 


Sem, Ev'n by the Paſſion,my unhappy Beant wy LL © 0-8 DOT, BY 
Firſt kindled in you, but f hope js ave, DW 211 Won tt 7. _ 


Give me Ziphares, give him to my Lo gings. 1 Jag, * 
Mith. Tis done; the Con * ee 1 & Ja a 
And Manly Virtue Lords it dre my Paſſion : ar. 97 V1 not 990.17 
It ſhall be ſo; away, thou feeble God, l 
I baniſh thee my Boſom, hence I ſay; 
Be gone, or | will tear t bus 
And ſtab thee in my Heart, 
* Heav'n, Til drown thy 
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Mith. Give me your Beauteous Hand; I fear upon ie, ed op 


Mr hold PA i163? um 1 dal } 
1 mn | 
Wars come "al by od 30 * 


To Rome, I will, yes, to the Capitol; 

There to reſume thy Godhead once again, 

And vaunt thy Majeſty without controul; 

But never Reign in Mithridates Sou. 
Arch. O wonderful effect of higheſt Virtue! 


King of FON TUS. 


0 Conqueſt, which deſerves more Trinmphs than 5 A. 


A hundred Victories in Battel gain d. 


Her Fate ſhall bow beneath your awful Scepter. 
O let me not enjoy the Life you promis d, | 
The vaſt poſſeſſion of the rich Semandra, 
If 1 ſtrike not Rome's Eagles to the Ertl, 


erz 
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Zipb. You muſt, you ſhall be now the n 


Take the Imperial Standard, "Chaſe their Legions, 


And bring in Triumph all their Leaders bound. 


Mith. Andravar, haſte, Proclaim throughout, the City |- | 


My ſon Ziphares General againſt the Romans. [. 


Come to my breaſt once more, my deareſt Son; 

In Spight of Love, thou art again my Chi d: 

Thus with a Father's bowels I receive thee. | 

Thus melting o're thee with the tendereſt Nature, 

| pray the Gods to Crown thy Youth with Glory.. 
Ziph. Oh Happineſs ! Oh joy! Oh bleſſed Tears! 

Reward this goodneſs, Heav'n ; for Poor Zipbares 

Is now ſo loſt, he knows not what to ſax. 

Let me deyour your hands with filial dearnefs: -... . 

Were my whole Life to come one heap of Troubles, . 

The pleaſure of this moment wou d ſuffice, 

And ſweeten all my griefs with its rememberance. 

Sem. Oh happy hour! if I not ſet thee down, 

The whiteſt that the Eye of Time e're ſaw, - 

Let me ne're ſmile when I remember thee, 

Nor ev'n in wiſhes offer at a Joy. 


Mith, Hark, with loud Cryes the Soldiers ſend their Joys: 


Go then, with the beſt Bleſſings I can give thee, 
Conduct my chearful Subjects to the Field; 
Take all the ſighing Virgins wiſhes with thee, 
Subdue the Conſu), and receive Semandra. | 
Ziph, O do not doubt me, my moſt Royal Lord; 
If now 1 Conquer not, thus belpt, thus promis d, 
Thus Prais d, incourag d, and thus over- bleſt, 
Iam the Mark, for all . hh 
The Synod of the Gods to ſhoot their Fires at. 
Mith. Semandra, veil your Beauties from my Eyes; 
[wou'd not truſt their Influence, tho' I thanx 


The Pow'rs above ſo ſtrongly Reins my Virtue, "gg 


[think I might, and fear not a ralapſe: 
lu an Apartment, proper for your grief, 


Exit Andraver. 
A 


| [Shouting within. 
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27 — thus divide you, that your meeting may 


W.. 


Yer lire and never more behold ee. 


_” MITHRIDAT ES 


You ſhall be plac'd, till yours and my Zipbares' 
Return in Triumph ; where no: Eyes ſhall ſee 


— PY 


Be yet more grateful. Haſte,” my Son, to Barrel: 
Be ſhort in parking, for there is no end N 
Of Lover s Farewels. , The Powers above FOE you: 


Zi) b. Farewel, Senad, O, if my Father ſnou d 


All back from Virtue, tis an impious thought, 
Jet l muſt ask you, cou d you in my abſence, 


Solicited by Power and Charming Empire, 


And threatned too by Death, forget your Vows? 


Cov'd you, I ſay, abandon poor Aphare, & 

Who midſt of Wounds and Death wou'd think e on you: 3 

And, whatſoe' er Calamity ſhou'd a 

Wou'd keep his Love ſacred to his Semandra, 

Like Balm, to heal the heavieſt Misfortune? 
Sem. Your cruel Queſtion tears my very Soul: 


Ah, can you doubt me, Prince? A Faith, like mine, | 


The ſofteſt Paſſion that e er Woman wept : 


But as reſolv'd as every Man con'd boaſt : 


Alas, why will you then ſufpe& my Truth: 2 
Vet fince it ſhews the fearfulneſs of 1 
Tis jaft I ſhon'd endeavour to convince you: 
Make bare your Sword, my Noble Father, draw. 
Arch. What wou dſt thou now? * © 

Sem. I ſwear upon it. ann ar 
Be witneſs, Heay'n, and all avenging Power's, 
Of the true Love 1 give the Prince Ziphares: 
When in thought foriake my plighted Faith, 


Much KK in Act, for Empire change my a | 


May this keen Sword by my own Father's hand 
Be guided to my Heart, rip Veins and Arteries; 
And cut my faithleſs Limbs from this hack d Body, 
To feaſt the Ravenous Birds, and Beaſts of prey. 
Arch. Now, by my Sword, *twas a good hearty wiſh , 
And, if thou play ſt him falſe. this faithful band 
AS heartily ſhall make thy wiſhes good. 
Ziph. O hear mine too. If er I fail inought 
That Love requires in ſtricteſt, niceſt kind; 
May I not only be proclaim'd a | Coward, 
But be indeed that moſt deteſted thing. 


May I, in this moſt glorious War I make, 


Be beaten baſely, ev'n by Glabrios Slaves, 
And for a Puniſhment loſe both theſe Eyes 


yes; 


-»® 


LE Nich. with Pelop. nd lad: N 
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| King of PONTUS.\ 1: 


Arch: Come, no more wiſhing p Hark, the Trampets call. 


Sn. Preſerve him, Gods, preſerve his Innocence; 

The Nobleſt Image of your perfect ſelves: 

Farewel ; I'm loſt in Tears. Where are you Sir ? | 
Arch. He's gone. Away, my Lord, you'll never part. 
Zipb. Igo; but muſt turn back fot one laſt look : 

Remember, O remember, dear Semand ra. 

That on thy Virtue all my Fortune hangs; 

Semandra is the bus'neſs of the War, 

$:mandra makes the Fight, draws every Sword : _ 

S:-mandra ſounds the Trumpets; gives the Word. 

So the Moon Charms her watry World-below ; 

Wakes the ſtill Seas, and makes em Ebb and Flow. 
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ACT HI. ScENEü I 
Enter Ziphares bloedy, with Soldiers. 


Zith. X RE theſe, are theſe the Maſters of the World? 


O my brave Friends, how have you tought to Day! 


You fought, as if you all had Miſtreſſes 
Who from ſome Battelment beheld your Valour, 
And from your Arms expected all their Fortune; 

Oh, had you heard em clap their tender bands, 


Beat their white Breaſts, and rend the wond'ring Heav*ns © 


With their ſhrill cries, you cou'd not havedone more ; 
Your looks were Ba{l:sks to Roman Blood, 
Your very Breath was as the furious North, © 
And drove the Legions, like the Chaff, before you. 
Nor was I idle ; witneſs the Wounds I feel, | 
Tho? Glabrie, at diſtance, ſhun'd the force 

Of my far darted Javelin, yet it ſtruck 

A Tribune down, and did not uſeleſs fall. 

What more remains, but that we haſte to meet 
Victorious Archilans, plunder their Tents, 

And loaded with the Lawrels we havewon, 

March to Synode, Shonting all the way, 

Long live the King of Kings, great Mithridates ? 


Enter Archilaus, attended. 


Arch. O Prince! thou Life, thou Soul of all the Ar my, | 


Towhoſe dear hand thrice I did owe my life, 
When thrice this Day my Horſe was kill d beneath me, 


* 
+ % 
: 
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MIFHRADAT ES: 


Has drown'd in dark Oblivion all m Wars 


0 Renown'd Day I this one Day of the Valour, | STOM on 2 2115, nk 


Like Time it ſelf thy Glory ſnall run onʒ̃ĩrs? 0 — " 


While mine, my fifty Iron Vears of Battel {jr : , 
Lies ſmeer'd in Duſt; an&moulder into Aſhes; EWA ane 2 
Zips. Ves, Father, now I cou d grow Proud of Gon a. q 1 JL 


Since it muſt give your Daughter to my Ar ms./, dme: 430 1 | 


Methought to day, when I had given the word, ta 30 
S- mandra, Victory declar'd her felf 1 7 1 7 . 
E're yet a "Death by any Hand was given: 9 ſt 
Evn now my blood more heats my-Youhful Veins, 1 
My Cheeks grow redder, with che erpectation 1 05 no 


Of Love's dear promisd7Joysþithdn.vben [trove ts ,229e Lil 503 2245 


Ia flame of fight, with all my toil upon me, 

To cut my way, and win the famous Field. om 
Arch. Grant me, you Gods, before the Hand of D Death 

Comes like Eternal Night with her dark Why, , 

To bar the comfortable light for erer 

From theſe my Aged Eyes; O let meſes! \ 

A Grand-child of my Prince s Sacred Blood, 

To call him mine, to feel him in my Arms, SYS wenn 

' To hear his Ianocent talk, and ſee him Smile, | 

While I tell Stories of his Father's Valour, 5017 5 

Which he in time muſt: learn to intimate: 2200917 


_— — 


Grant me but this, you Gods, and make an end, FED. x 5 g t 


— %& Y 
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Soon as yon pleaſe, of this old happy Man. 

Ziph. l feel a gladneſs lightning 9 
The kindled joy diſperſes quickly through me, 
And ſay's, ere yet the ſetting Sun has owl 
Bis Love in his cold Miſtreſs Bed, 

S:mandr ſhall be mine; ev'n all ee WS 07 42.10. 
The thought is Extaſie ! Theſe Arms ſhall hold V3 . 
Faſt to my throbbing Breaſt; theſe raviſh'd Eyes 
Gaze till they're blind, with looking on her Bluſhesz 
Theſe ſtifling Lips ſhall {mother all her Smiles, 

And follow her with ſuch purſuit of Kiſles, 
That ev'n our Souls ſha]l loſe themfelv's in Pleaſure. 
Arch. Firſt, ſend a 3 wach 9 

Of our great Victory. 1 , 1 

Ziph. Zu pbares ſelf „ Fav e 1 
Muſt be the Harbinger of his own joys "14,020 
I'll go with the beſt - mounted Cavalry, 

While you 3 conduct, on eaſie March, 

The weary'd Army. Once. mor let ] 

My Father thus. Te 8. 
Arch My Heart bodes Happineſs 37 6, 


 Zipb. 1 were Sin to e, gry 154 no had no. 
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ja what our Swords *. 1 Valour wonn 0 


She to the Brave was ever a curſt Foe: Sm 3-hed » 
But I at laſt have bound her to my Chariot, t. 
By Conquering Virtue to be drag d along 

And while her broken W heel is proudly born, 


She ſhall be forc'd our Triumph to enn. JOG 40 T Exeunt ſeveral, 


—ę—ê 


— 
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SCENE II. 
The Palace- Garden. 
Enter Pharnaces, and Andrayar. 


6 


Andr, FT iien ** is hope, my Lord, the unſetled King 
May yet relapſe, and fall to love again? 

Phar. Tis certain that the end will Crown our wiſhes 3 
Late as I pry d about Semandra's Gardens | 
Mad that our Plot a Ground, ſo Plough'd to bear, | 
Shou d yeild no Fruit, ſtill thong btful how to any nd 
And — for ſome Accident to Tf i 
Our purpoſe, and redeem the loſt deſign, 

1 che to ſpy the fair Semandra ſleeping; 
But, in that poſture, ſhe appear d ſo lovely, 


Bold as I am, ſhe Charm d me into wonder: £4 27645 


But ſtraight thy General came to reſcue me, 
Who took the hint nee and went 
To ſee the King. 
Andr. I eng the good deſign, : BY 
To draw him on to ſee our Beauteous Foe. 
Phar. You have it; and tis more than half effected. 
I ſaw em walk: Pe 
I know did kindle him with wondrous Praiſe, 
But once to view the bright Semandra fleeping ; 
But the King ſtopt, as if he fear'd to poz © 
Then de long Nr and ſigh'd, and walled * 
Rubbing his ha 
The riſing Bluſhes : But, behold n here! | 
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Mithb. What are her Charms to mer no od 88 11 61 „ 71 TH 
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. Pelop. Tis true they are not; Sbirlqul den was r 
And yet, methinks, the kghr might drag down 908 


Yet, I'de not ask you, for 1 
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his Face, to hide 1 1300 218 
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2 MITHRNITDHTES 


But that I think you re Maſter of your promiſe : | 
I thought your God - like frame, your ſtrength of mind 


Not to be ſhook, therefore I woo'd you, Sir, EE ö N 
In cutioſity, to See a Wonder; 145 x 
But, if you doubt your ſelf. wg 2453 Wc 2 TX 


| - Mith. 1think 1 need no: 
I think my virtue is reſolv'd; but yet, 
I fear, and therefore I will 80 no farther. 
Pelop. 'Tis well reſolv'd; and yet, mithinks, twou'd raiſe 
Your pity, more than Love, to ſee the Tears 
Force through her ſnowy lids their meiting courſe, 


To lodge themſelves on her red mur 97 Lips Lips 3 


That talk ſuch mournſul things; when ſtraight a gale 

Of ſtarting Sighs carries thoſe Pearls away, | 

As Dews by Winds, are wafted from the Flowers, 
Mith. Tis wondrous pitiful; by Heav'n, it is! 

feel her ſorrow working here; it callss 

Five to my Breaſt, and Water to my Eyes, 1 ; | 

And, Kian 1100 4 7 | u 
Pelop. If you the leaſt ſuſpect 5 

Your temper, if the ſmalleſt Breath of Job ; 

But ſtir your Heart; let me Conjure you, Sir, 51 

Not to go on: the dazling manner will 

Diſturb your quiet, and confound = Reaſon. 


Mitb. Toill be as well, tho I believe no Power 

Can change my virtue, yet. 'twill be/As well | 

If you relate exactly what you ſa 
Pelop. Behold her then upon a Flowry * 

With her ſoft Sorrows bild i into a — 

The Summers heat had, to her natural bluſh, a wi4 

Added a brighter, and more tempting red , 0%, | 

The Beauties of her Neck and naked B 

Lifted by inward ſtarts, did riſe and fall | 

With motion that might pot put a $oul in Statues: T7 

The matchleſs whiteneſs of her folded Arms, R 

That ſeem d t imbrace the Body whence they ne, iy 

Fix'd me to gaze o'er all that Field of Love? 

While to my raviſh'd Eyes oficions winds, | 

Waring her Robes, it play'd ſuch handſom Limbs, 


ad 


As Artiſts wov'd in poliſh'd Marble gitte TD 


The Wanton Goddeſs, when ſupinely laid | 

She Charms her Gallant God to new enjoyment. - 
Aub. Som there is ſtirs mightily 1 in = Breaſts 

*Tis Pity, ſure, it can be only Pit: * 

Who knows, but that her multiplying fears, - 9d ; 

And cruel griefs. in time may give her Death? - 

T were malt * therefore not o go, 
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And comfort her with pra 


King of FON! 
iſes of Ziphares - 


I' tell her how he Conquers, how he comes 
Triumphant from the Conſu's overthrow, 
To take the noble Wreaths he has deſeryd, 
Embraces from her Arms; Circles more rich | 
5 all _ Crowns my fruitleſs Valour won. 
ſtay ; I will not or ſpeak of him : *Twere rude 


10 reak her reſt; P'll ſee her when ſhe wak es. 2 


= 

*Tis {ure 1 dare: 
By — my Friends, I dare: I feel ſuch ſtrong: 
Collected Manly Virtue that lon. 

Pelop. Oh, Sacred Sir. turn back: If conquer'd by 
Her Beauties, you ſhou'd love again, I know 
Pelopidas muſt bear the blame of all} 
Therefore, my Lord. 

Mith, Away; by Heav'n, I'll 80. 41K. 

Pelop. Oh, "is impoſſible, if once you lov'd 
But you muſt certainly relaſpe : 

Therefore your fearful Servant kneels and begs - 
You wou'd turn back: Alas, he's conſcious now 
What a groſs fault his fooliſh tongue committed, 
By tempting unawares your Reaſon forth. 

Afth, TI ſee her; yes, it is reſolv'd, I'll fee her, 
With all that World of Charms thon haſt deſcrid'd ; - 
Therefore ariſe, and lead the way. N n 

Pelop, Alas, 
My Lord, I fear you ; but it i is W Pleaſure, 
And Pm your Slave. | 


Mth. Reply not; but obey. | 8 Mith. Pelop. 


Phar, 1 feel a pleaſant expectation breeding; 

Hs ſtarts, his ſtops: by Mars, be loves her ſtill : 
joyn then the much prevailing circumſtance, 

Of Time, and Place, the abſence of my — 
To make Gailt bold; the loneneſs of her Manſion: 
Both ſtrong Incentives to a violent Lover. 

Anir, Then Love has bleſt you on the other Hand, 
vince, by our ſubtile practices, we brought 
Anima to diſgraeez with whom you may _ 
Pads till we have gain'd our full . 

| tayethe guard of her. | 

Phar. I'm glad thou haſt. - | 
yt, to compleat the ruine of Ziphares, 
| bear his Mother, fearful of th Event 

Of this long War, and loving him as life, 
With Pompey holds private Intelligence, 


And thoſe Caſtles u lid forage 2d 6f 
has, to Rome, giv'n all - b. 1 25 


1371 5 
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Then o dare truſt your heart? - 
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” MITHRIDATES | 


Which ſhe had charge of to preſerve her Son. a F An 
Andr. This, when occaſion calls, I'll aggravate, -, +... 
DS To mad 2 Father more! But ſee, the General. D 


Enter Pelopidas, 


5 Felop. He's gone; he's ruin'd,; quite rranporcel nith 9 
| The Extaſie of love: left him kneeling . Bo . > 
Cloſe to her ſide, winding about his Heart 
Such Nets of Beauty, as muſt hold him faſt,  , 
Therefore, when he approaches us for comfort, 5 
| Shewing his griefs, and ſeeking ſhroud for whe 
Let us incourage, to our utmoſt power, 
What e' er his violent Love dares put in Ag.” 


Enter Mithridates. 


Hith. Torment of Heart ! Oh, feeble Vintage! Henor, 
1 blow thee from the Palace to the Cottage; 
To buiid in Hearts of Hinds, bleſs. their rude hands 
With thy lean recompence of endleſs La bout 
For me, ſince I have burſt th' ungrateful Chain 
That held me to thee like a ſhackled Slave, 
I will enjoy what eder the Gods have given, 
And ſurfeit on the Beauties of & mand a. 
Oh, my dear Son, my beſt. my one Pharnaces ; 
By Heav' n, thou never didſt oppoſe my, oor 
As does Ziphares But I'll caſt him out, 
That Bojom-Wolf, who laps my deareſt blood, 
And lodge thee there; thou wilt not rack me thus, 
Phar, Thel Gods for bid. But Why, Sir, will you bear it? 
Piel. ] cou'd not think you loy'd her at "this rate; | 
Therefore ] hope forgotten Virtue yielded 
To bolder pleaſures, and you quench'd your fires, 
Alith. Drawn my reſiſtleſs Love, I put one knee 
Io Earth, and gently bowing down my Head, 
Firſt took at diſfance the ſweet waſted breath ; | 
Which blew my Flames to ſuch 2-roging beight,. — 
| That ſtreight I fell npon her Balmy Lips, 5 
And glew'd my own fo fiercely, that ſhe fe wald d: os 175 
And, ſtarting up, ſoon vaniſh'd from my ſ ige. 
Leaving me dumb, pale, languiſhing, ES its lane 6 
Rent with her Charms, diſtracted with the cage 
Of my defires, and torn with cruel Me. »; x dae 
Pelop. Why ſtopt you there? 1 route fallow ber 15 ee hilt 
Iato her inmoſt Cloſet; pardon lun Shots I avis o 26d but 
. if 1 proves paſſionate to lee you thus: 1 | 
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3 * - n“ U 
King of PON TUS. 29 
Better a million of ſuch ſlight-· ſould things | | 
Were raviſh'd, maſſacred, than Mithridates ONE 
Suffer one moments care. 

Phar. I have no patience. | 
By your great Glory, 'twas not Nobly "IO 
Pch? midſt of groans, and cries, and guſhing Tears, 
I wou'd have raviſh'd her; our Royal Hand, 
Lock'd in her Amber-Hair, ſhow'd then have forc'd hers 
Who knows, but oppoſition mounts the joy? 
Like that Athenian Tyrant, who ne'r took 
His Barge for attire. but in-higheſt Storms; 
Then wou'd he ſtand like Neptune on his Deck, 
And laugh to ſee the Dolphins back the billows. 

Andr. Say but the word, I'll fetch her from the Jong | 
To your imbraces : Never did I ſee 
So ſtrange an alteration , your fierce Eye, 
Which, like the Sun at Noon, none cou'd behold 
But with a ſnatch of light, and then be dazled: 
Now, like a cold and drouzy Winter's-Star, 


Bears a bleak brightneſs. O decay of luſtre ! 
Aith. I am not as | was ——Ha! Whence this noiſe ? [Shine within 


CEx. Pelop. and And ra. 
Phar. My Lord, this Paſſion has unman'd you ſe: | | 
Eorgerful of the glorious Fields you won, 
You loſe your dear Ben Honours in a Day, 
And fell your Fame to your Ambitious Son. 
The Cowatd G/abrio, whom by flying Agents 
[ hear, in divers Skirmiſhes he vanquiſh'd, 
Has ſwell'd him ſo, and blown him to that height, 
He rides upon the ſhoulders of his Army: 
They heave nim as he were a God, in Air, 
And Dance before him, ſhouting in itheir Songs, 
You are their Saturn, but the Prince their Zove, 
All that their waneing Faith can give Ambition; 
And he too laughs, to hear the thund'ring Titles. 
AMith, And, for a recompence, ſhall I beſtow 
Upon this Traytor, all 1 Love on Earth? 
No, my Pharnaces, l have mark d him dead, 
If that Semandy as loſs can bring his ruine: 
I but the thought 120 with ſhews me juſt 
To what ſhall ot : 'The Noble wile 
Kills by her ſeeming Infidelity. 8 
Manina too muſt periſh for diſhonour; 
But rather to make way for my new Lore, 
2 fix the gi giddy people on my fide; 
* theſe ſhouts? | 
; 1 gueſs Zipberes comes. | _ 
4 rag KE 2 Aub. 
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30 MITHRIDATES. 
Aub. Down, ſtrugling Nature; 
Die, die, thou Raviſher of my Repoſe; 
Be ſtrangled in me all remorſe, all chooghts, | 
Of pity; yet 1 will be calmy cruel ; -, ; 
Nor ſhall he find the depth of my Revenge. 75 


| 52 Wert D, ., , 95 
Euter Andravar, | rn: © 7 


Andr. Your the has Conquer'd, mightieſt of . 
But by a way fo infamouſly baſe, 
fear my doom will ſcarce be leſs A OY KP, | | 
For the Relation, OE 120 * l K. 
Alith. Monſtrous may it be: e eee 2123 951 02 nr DNA: 7 
For I fo hate him now, I wiſh for Crimes | 
Of deepeſt grain, for colour to his Fate. CSR OR oe 
Andr. His Royal Mother, the falſe Stratonite, ” 5 
To whom yon gave in Cuſtody Indra, 1 1 
The ſtrongeſt, richeſt Fort of all the al, 8 wy 1 
Etre he with Glabriv joyn'd, to Rome did 17 95 Wo 2 e 
That wondrous Maſs of Treaſure, with her - BO er BY 
fab. Curſt State of Monarchs ! Let the judging ways 
Now weigh our Pleaſures, with our mightier troubles, ne Fs 
And find us happier than the reſt of Men! ee 
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Falſe Beauty, tho ſhalt die, thou bane of Hors, 

Or, It I cannot reach thy fickle being, * | | 

PI puniſh thee by ruining Ziphares. __ | * 

Andr. This have learnt by frequent eſther,” ed. 

Who warrant with their lives, how by conſenn 

| Glabrio but skirmiſh'd with the Prince your Son, en n s ( 
| | And was by Stratonice brib'd before, _ Ad on; Yor rant es ? 
s At h. Plots, Treaſons, horrid black Conſpiracies!” vor rain N b 
Mother and Son, Oh Parricides ! combine; Et, | / 

Bur if you ** me, way | ſleep my Reign ur. WF 1 

Enter Pelopidae. 15 f 5 

What ſays Pe 'vpidas ? What of Z buen: e, 

Bring/it thou more matter for my Eurles:? Seil. i OO. 1 

'Peiop. He comes, my Lord, and with a Port fo Provdy 4 UN 

. As if he had Subdu'd the ſpacious World. 7 D 

And all Syzope's Streets are fill'd with foch 

A glut of People, you wou'd think ſome God 

Had conquer d in their Cauſe, and they thus called RES Fo 
That he might make his entrance on their Heads: 5 ee 
While from the Scaffolds, Windows, tops of Houſes, Dung 2 heh Tt 
Are caſt ſuch gaudy ſhow'rs of Garlands down e3yO 9.961 G38 Bui 


e 5 * | rad 
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Nin q ON ru. 
And the whole City ſeems like one vaſt Meadow, 
Set all with Flowers, 'asa clear Heav'n with Stars, 
Worn with the bardſhip of'a'ten-years War, 
My Army's heavy gaited, bruis'd and hack d. 
With cutting Roman lives 
They neꝰ'er recei vd me with a Pomp like this. 

Pelop. Nay, as I heard, e er he the City enter d, 
Vour Subjects lin d the way for many furlongs; 

The very Trees bore Men: And, as our God, I. ca! 
When from the Portal of the aſt he dawus 


Beholds a thouſand Birds upon the bougus. 
To welcome him with all their warbliug I hroats, 
And prune their Feathers in his Goklen Beams; 

So did your Subjects, in their gaudi ſt trim, 

Upon the pendant branches ſpeak his praiſe. 
Mothers, who cover'd all the banks beneath, 

Did rob the crying Infants of the Breaſt, 

Pointing Zit bares out to make em ſmile; - 
And climbing Boys ſtood on their Father's ſhoulders, 
Anſwering their ſhouting Sires with tender cries 
To make the Conſort up of general bop. 


* 


He is tranſported with the ample I hem. 


Aa 


Periſh the Bodies that went forth to meet him, 
A prey for Worms to ſtink in hollow ground; © 


Shall Mit bridates live to he Depos ; 
A Stale, the Image of what once he was; 


The very Ghoſt of his departed Greatneſs 3 7 


A thing for Slaves to be familiar with | | 

To gape, to nod, and ſleep in my ſcotn'd face? 

Awake, awake, thou ſluggard Mapgſty, © 

Rouze the to Act; tho? all the Elements, 1 An 
Tbo Heav'n and Hell, Subjects and Sons conſpire 


With Fate thy Empire's fall, oppoſe their nnn l 


Dare to the laſt, and be a Monarch ſtill 
Telop. What think you now? 


Phar. Ithink, for my Revenge, renn 


for any Act that witty horrour asks, 
Thou art an Inſtrument ſo black and fit, 


The Furies joy nd in Ccuncil cou d not match the: 1 % 


But ſee, Ziphares comes: With What a Train 
Of Prieſts! nay, then the God muſt be Adored- 
of 4254 | 


N * 
3 


lays the Orator ! Plagues rot thy Tongue, 
aſted be the Lungs that breath d his welcome; 


O, Viper! Villain! not content to take Ae 9 
My Love, but Life / wilt thou unthrone me tooꝛ 


— . 
Fr 


Mlith. Ungreatfal Slaves! BY Mars, when! returm d, e 


Mitb. What, wik you bear your part too? Oh the Gods? 
4 Fei fri ' F GE 


nll 
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n. Scene Fd N AL ents Siphares ere which is 4 

4 Street fullof Pageants, crouded with People, bo fron the Win. 
dons flimg down., Garlands.;. Others. dance before bim, while the 
Prieſts . Ziphares render gan of Stat e. 


it nao A 2019302 i 


Ziph, Enovgh, my Friends; my Noble Countrymen, 91 152 vdr 


I am indebted to your Bounties ee 155 0 „rb ale 
But let me now Conjure you, ceaſe heads 7 591 bfcil dne mor 
Of your loud thanks, le we diſtyrb the King: A 210d e nv of 
We're near the Palace, and myboding Heart 1570 A; 2113 m0 it 097147 


Says he interprets rudely this qur Trwomphys - 1 bo 1007 » 0d 
Which you, againſt my will. have fore d upon me; | hl oT 
Therefore Ziphares begs you to retire.” - -/ - 


BY the ſmall Victories my Arms have gain'd, dus uo bib 
you have any Love, as much you ſnew, ** i * ug n n 
Let me inti eat you all, by that ehen 0 fi ber 709 ow. 212610! 
Ev'n nos, upon this inſtant, to isbn... ade 7 biC 
Al. Long live our King, andNodle Prince Eee, ann 


Phar. Welcome, Zi planes, ce to Haepeß 10 ven: gain 
Still, when Fate calls oy forth, y& thou return. 
Thus ſwelld, thus Eord Tri nt oer the Nome. 

Zipb. Had 1 ſabdwd the World, 1 ſhou'd _ gls 11 ei 35] 
The Title ot Triumpher, and ſearce think 1 3413 eval ba. 

That Man m Led Friend who praiſes at your rate. 2 34 ald bak 

Pelop. not the monſter multitude — you. Sir, g 213 iss 
With ſuch a monſtrous State, methinks, - - | 10 
L'ke Hercules, you ſhou'd have flain the 1 0 i 

Andr. Heard you but, Sir, how with an hundred Mouths} | 
It worſhip'd, as you were already Crown'd : : | ©! 51 
Long-live our King, the Noble Prince Ziphares u 0 ETTH 41 A7 

Ziph. What, Villians ! Ha! Gods, have 1 fleſh and bare i £2 193 
Pharnaces, off; by my juſt wrath they die. | 

Tr | Exeunt hel. and has 

Phar. The King! e this Rage will ſo unc. 

Ziph. O the curſt Traytors! Brother, beware of fem Yo « 93" 
How &er they crouch at preſent to your — N 5 20 

8 I Tae your favour warm'd the Snakes und vel) :. 


ſtir, they have no ſence of gratitude: 1 1 oo 

I unf em baſe, and therefore did diſcard mn 

For which the Slaves have ſworn me martalhates 0 „itz! 
But if I live, PII cruſh *em. ei nod nme undi 
Phar. You'l to the Kin? aid ot 301 ahh. Lat 11 


(A "43" 


_ _ Ziþb., Iwill. Methinks this meeting was 
My Heart miſgives me more, and higher — 22MP3 POST S $3244 


Wich this laſt heat, than all tre tolle dry) 57: 1677 en 1200472 8 
T's dna 
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King PONTUS. 


perhaps they move the King; but ſure not muck -  |__ = min 4 


Or if they do, tho* our great Father frow nas. 


One ſmile, one tear of joy from my Semandra _ 2 nz ene 
Will wafb the anger of the „„ roomy Lx. 


Phar. Go, and the Welcome that I 
Of all my Elder Brothers, he remains 
To croſs my hopes, and bear me from the Crown: © 
Whom yet I doubt not, by my Engins help, 17 [3607 | 


iſh atttend ther. 4 


To burſt in ſunder, and then gild my Br ows. 
Methin s I ſhou'd become the Golden. Hoop 
That circles in one quarter of the Globe 
have it juſt; my Scepter waving thus. 
The ſtarting Princes run to clear my way, 


+ © ; IS - 
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Enter Mithridates, Semandra, Pelopidas,  Andravar, Guards. 


: 


But hold, my Father comes, with fad Semandra ! 
Weep on; while I go laugh my cares away 1 7 Þ | 
With Anima, who muſt or yield or die. [TAU | 
Mith. Has not the Traytor won my Subjects hearts 4 
Has not his Mother baſely too, betray'd'me ? Io. OI "i 


13 71 = 


4 


Has he not dar'd to Triumph without leave? cer arte | 
Which, when my faithfuPſt worthi*ſt Councellors OG 4 
Rebuk d him for, with mild and gentle Language, 2 
He redned with proud anger, drew his S World 9 
Then, like a monſtrous Parricide came on agar N N aig fd f 
Here to my Palace, Heading the wild Crond. e ; 
Sothrough the Bodies of my Friends to pa, as } 
Till with his barbarous band he reach'd my Boſomm r 

7: | 9, * . . IS v1 Non 3 00 

Sem. *Tis falſe; 'tis all moſt horrid Per ut; 1 ö 
And the curs'd ſpotted Souls of theſe; vile Trgitors It e , 
Shall burn for this beneath: 1 know they hate 9 . "2 
The Gallant Prince, and now conſpire againſt him l E. 0 8k J 
With words made vp with all the blaſts of eff! 
They ſtrike your Sacred Ears, bewitch your Senſes,” _ © JOLLY 3 1 
And with thoſe Spells that fouleſt-Treaſop hatchtt. | 


Sgger your Royal Reaſon, O yer hear me! e e ee 
My ; | ? | | wg . : 14 
* — From what I have e no Charm, no Power, 3264 V4 
oquence ; not Mcrcy's ſelf, adorn'd., 14 
In all Semandraꝰs Beauties, in her tears iS em 108 hdd} 
proſt | 4 9 — 144 14 1 3458 7, T0 $30 { 
rate upon the Earth, and hanging on Zeise in? 
My knees, nay dying with her grief, I all move . % 500 
Sem. 1 now believe you are not.to be moy'd b 510-19 r MM alzaos ai 
Therefore with my undaunted Innocence, | 3 70 FEA im 001 1 41 
[ſtand to hear the Doom you have decreed... g. i e 
Mith a atme 2201194 10." ven CHD 
„Aub. If when Ziphares, at your firſt apPESLABGt.. of) det 299217 
Ws to your Arms, fir'd with expetted*joys, © . 


A ſpotleſs Love, for ever to endure, 


His gentle Miſtreſs one day ſhou d reward him 
For the long miſchiefs of acruel War? 


34 
You thruſt him not away and flight him =o 
With all the marks of the moſt proud ns. 
That a moſt faithleſs and mb Woman 
Cou'd ſhew to gain the Empire of the World; 
He ſhall be ſtabd, be murder 4 by * Guards, 
Before your eyes | 

Smi. O, tis not poſlible, 5 
I hat you can mean the dreadful thing you ſp a: 
You ſpeak it but to try the poor Semandra. 


Mith. Mark me moſt heedfully, for "tis moſt true, ; 


And ſooner ſhall a dooming God recal 


lis Stys ian Oath, than I renounce my Vow : 


He dies, I ſay, if you receive him not 
With all the coldneſs of a fair Apoſtate, 
Whoſe Chaſtity the poyſon of ſweet Power 


The Charms of Empire had quite turn'd to Air. 
Sem. Gods, do you hear the Tyrant ? 
ith. Do you hear me ? 


If. A our words which muſt make plain your fatihood, 1 


Your fooks ſhou'd give the Lye, by amorovs . 
And languiſhings, for Lovers eyes ie 
Or, as you ſpeak your hate, mixt ſigns * 


Or faultring ſpeech, or any other mark, | ; " in 


To ſhew that you are fore d to what you fay.; ._ 
Then, from the place whereT ſhall ſtand 3 "I 


ll give the Signal to my wating Gy yards, .. LES H -- 


Who in a moment ſhall deſtroy your Loy | 
When all your tears and ſighs ball not recal hi bim. 
Sem. PIl die. I'll die, ten thouſand deaths I'll . 
Rather than meet him thus; What, after all, 

The dreadful Imprecations that I made_him, | 
And ſwore upon my Father's Sword, a Mk 


bo 


Shall T abjure my Oaths, and to his 


Proteſt a falſchood, and belye my heart? | 


Mi:h. Take your own courſe ; 1 have ſworn, | 
Sem. O Tyranny ! 


What, ſhall I meer him after all nis hardſtiips, - 
After the heats, and colds, and -ſma Ig Pins. 


W hich for my fake he partly ed 
Still chearing up himſelf, that after all , 
The blood he loſt, he ſtivu'd enjoy 


1 


dra, 


Mith. I have not leiſure now to hear tee, * 
Either reſolve t'obey, and ſpeedily, 8 180 


4 } I . 
SY 


1 
* * 
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Had brought to ruine, whoſe proteſted Faith ck 


1 


oryou and I muſt never ſee him more. 3 N 

Sem. Stay, Royal Sir, come back: Neꝰer ſee him more 

And if 1 die, rather than ſee him thus, 

Will you not fave his life? 
Mith. Your Death, Semandra! 0 $155 

The very mention haſtens on his Fate, on nods 

Sem. Alas, alas! I fear, if I but look 

As if I knew him not, or had forgot him, 

So nice and tender is his Love, | 

$0 ſoft his Diſpoſition, *twill be Fatal. 
Mitb. Than, you reſslye his Death? EY 
Sem. It cannot be, s 03 en 39 ”» 

No, I will ſee him, tho? I muſt be crnel; | 

But bate a little of your Impoſitionn 

An unkind word will kill the poor Ziphares, 

As ſure as all the hate which you injoyn me. 


Enter Iſmenes. 

Fidel. The Prince Ziphares begs admittance of 
Your Majeſty. | CONES e 4 

Mith. You muſt retire, mandr a. © 

Sem. O Torment! Oh the Racks of Lovediſtreſt 
Like mine! Of Paſſion at a loſs like min!te 
Help me, you Gods, or Ifhall faint with bearing. T [Exit. =” 

Mith. Call in the Prince What, Nature yet again? I 1 
charge thee trouble my report no more. 


Enter Ziphares. 


Zipb. *Tis well, you Powers that pry into our Hearts, 
Well have J loſt my deareſt blood in Battel, | 
Since once again I ſee my Royal Father. WF 

Mith. Ziphares, riſe : I hear you have fought well, 
Too well perhaps for Mithridates peace: 
You Triumph too, I hear. 

Ziph. Alas, my Lord, 

I fear Pelopidas and Andravar _ 

Have been too buſie with your Ear. ; 

By my beſt hopes, by your moſt Sacred Life, 

I wou'd not Triumph till your Orders came; 
At leaſt, they told me, that they came from jou; 
If they were falſe, — RE Ds 

Mith. They were your Friends who brgught 
Thoſe Orders; therefore you are not in fault, 
Nor ought you ſhare the Grimes of Stratonice. 

Ziph, Of Stratonice ! Ah, what has ſhe done? 

ESD : F 


236 -  MITHRIDATES. 
Ah, Sir, what Villain has traduc'd my Mother? — 
Give mt to know —— ER Wag 
Mith. Perhaps you're ignorant: . 
Wou d I had been ſo too; but to the purpoſe. e ee 
I promis'd, hen the Conſul was o ercome, : by 
To give Semandra to you: Seem not ſad, 
You love your Father well ; but, Prince, I know 
Your Paſſion for Semandra is the higheſt 3 
Pl ſend her to you, if you pleaſe, retain ger.. 
Ziph. Is this then thy reward; -uaneceſſary Virtue ? 
Why do we wear thee thus, to our undoing ? | 
O inauſpicious Stars ! thy Father hates thee, 
Becauſe thou art too good! Went it not ſo? 
I fought too well! His Eye diſdaind-me too, 
And held my High Deſart at hateful diſtance : 
But let it be, there's ſatisfaction ſtill 
In Innocence: And conſcious Glory tells me, 
My Griefs ſhall fly, like Clouds, before Semandea. 


Enter Semandra. 


But ſee, the Sun that drives em O my Star 
Thou Day, that gild'ſt my little world of comfort, 
Give me thy warmth; let the, upon thy Boſom, 
Breath all my Victories, - Alas, the Ki A 
My cruel Father, -— - Ha! what . ? 
Not fly into my Arms? O all you Pow'rs © | 
That Nurs'd our tender Loves, ſhe turns away ! 
Haſt thou too caught the coldneſs of my Father? 
Clear me, you Gods, and fix my Underſtanding 
To this one view, leſt I miſtake all meaſure, _ 
And run to madneſs. What, not look upen me? 
By Heav'n, if thus, if thus I ſhou'd behold thee, | 
Tho' in a Dream, two d make me wiſh to ſleep for ever. 
O my dear Life! thou ſhalt not hide thy kindneſs; 
But to diſſemble thus a moment longer, | 
Wov'd quite deſtroy the Paſſionate Ziphares. 1 
PII force thy hand thus, to my trembling, Lips. 
Sem, The Kiſs yon raviſh, Prince, is dangerous, 
And let me now Conjure you, by your Love,  _. 
If you can love after what I enjoyn you, . | 
Upon your life, offer the like no more. | 
- 2wb. O Man me, Reaſon, wlghthy utmoſt force; 
Or-Paſſion with the dreadful ſtarts-it makes 2 
Will ſoon Divorce my Soul from this weak Body, . 
What haſt thou ſaid? And, Ah! What have bend * 
Fair cruel faithleſs, for the Blood I loſt, 
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\ Ning d Nuss 
Doſt thou thus meet me? Raiſe my Eyes from Earth, 
And tell me, Have I, Ah, have I delervd © © 
This uſage from my dear ador'd Semandra ? | 
Sem. You deſerve all things; but you muſt not ask 
My Love, unleſs you wiſh me moſt unhappy ? 

Ziph. O, you good Gods! Is it then come to this ? 
Shall I, ſhall I but ſpeak it once again, | 
Enhappy ! didſt thou, coud ſt thou ſay unhappy ? 
Sem. Ide have you ſtrive, my Lord, to love me leſs. 

Ziph. If you wou d have it ſo, be witneſs, Heav'n, 
If for your quiet you injoyn me this, 

Ill ſtrive; but (oh!) tis moſt impoſſible : 
Ah, may I not preſume to ask, if this 
The reaſon be why I ſhou'd love you leſs, 
That the too happy King may love you more? 
Jour ſilence does confirm Ziphares loſt : 
And all that I cou'd fear is come upon me, 
Ah, Barbarous King! I'll bear thy Bonds no longer; 
But caſt of Duty, as thoy haſt all Love, 
Thou bloody Author of this wretched Being. 
Tyrant 
Sem. Take heed, Ziphares, how you wrong your Father : 
Pre heard you give another Character, | 
So diff*rent from this laſt, of Mithridates, 
Methinks you ſcarce appear the ſame Ziphares 
Whom once I knew, 

Zipb. It is moſt ſure I do not; 
But to convince me more, quite to compleat 
The cruel ſum of all my deſperate woes, 
And fink me ever; what, Madam, have you heard 
Me ſay ? or, rather, what ist you would lay 
In ill- time prais'd, of this inhumane Father 

Sem: Have I not heard you ſpeak the tender'ſt things, 
How, but for ſome few faults, ſo ſmall, that ſcarce 
The Eye of Envy or of Hate cou'd find *em, 
He wou'd be perfect as the Gods themſelves ? 
A King ſo awful, that the Romans fear'd him ? 
& King ſo merciful, Barbariens lov'd him? 

INg —— 

Ziph, No more; I am confirm'd : She's loſt: 

The King ! ſhe's gone; the Beauty of the Earth, 

on 8 in Woman cou'd be Virtue call d 

$ lo 

Corrupted are her Noble Faculties, 

hetemper of her Soul is quite infected: 

Inconſtaney, the Plague that firſt or lat 

 Taints the whole Sex, the Frcs Coutt-diſcaſe, - 
| 2 Dae 1.0 


ear thy falſe fleſh into a thouſand pieces. 
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Has ſpotted all her white, her Virgin Beauties: + 1 
Sem. You think me falſe Ab, tis but juſt-you boat. * 
But, Prince, I ſwear, I am not what you Wa . 
Yet never can be yours. een ee 277 £ x 
Zipb. O Confuſion! ' :! l 12hos 

Never ! O horror ! never can be yours! ct] * 
Thou tear'ſt my heart ! Call back — dreadful words bd e 
Tho' thou art going, yet thou art not gone: r 
Ah, cer it be too late, behold me gaſping. oe ans TY 
Come to my Arms; Oh, leave me not for ever : 
Fall on my Boſom, Pl forget thy weakneſs ; 
Try to deceive my ſelf with ſpecious Reaſons, 


Never upbraid thee that thou once wert falſe n 3 ; _ | 
But with my tears waſh all thy ſtains away. ot "(Count | Fa 
Sem. Since tears (O help me Heav'n!) are vain, 111 take my In 
Chear your ſad heart, and Grieve, O grieve no more. J Or 
Ziph. Then thou art loſt ? reſoly'd u n my ruine ? W 
Sem. Your Life's too precious: I reſolve againſt it! $01 


Nor for ten thouſand Worlds What was 1 ſaying? ——»=[ Aſee. 
What ſhall I ſay ? Live, live, thou loſt Ziphares. 

Ziph. No, thou perfidious Maid, thou wretched Beauty, 
Ziphares loves thee ſtill; ſo well he loves thee | A 
That he will die, to rid thee of a Torment. "rack tet Ne 
Wbere are thy Vows? O think upon thy Father, | 
How this will cut him, this thy cruel Change, 
And break his aged heart: Or cer he dies, 
Think, if this kindled rage ſhould execute 
What he has ſworn, to hack thy beauteous Limbs, 


Sem. If that were all my fear! ra | 1 
Ziph. What, hardned ! Oh my Stars! © 
So quickly perfect i in the curſed Trade ? 
I ſhall go mad with the Imagination, 
O heart! tho? Heav'n had op'd the pregnant Clouds, © 
And teem'd with all the never-erring Gods, 3 
To ſwear on Earth Semandra had been falſe, aa | 
Semanara had been falſe to her Eapbares,' *7:'Ws * 
I wou'd not have belie- C. 


Sem. I cannot hear this drivf; nor muſt I cure it. Ale * 
Farewel — O Prince—1aftruch me, Heav'nto ave him. 15 0 * 
Ziph. Stay thee ; there's ſomething, e er we part for erer, Ty 


That I wou'd ſpeak if I cou'd make it way. 
Sen. Speak then, and ſpeak the mourn thyags you can 
Jo break both hearts. 
2b. Thou haſt undone me; 1 5S A lver-Froſt, 
Thon comꝰſt upon the Flower of, all my. „ 
I nip che tender Bud, and b * my. 


re 
10 1 11 
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Yet! will live, 3 L will lire, 

To ſave thee from thy Father's cruel Ra ey” 

for, wicked as thou art, with grief, I feel 

My Soul looks after thee and ſeeks thy ſafety. 
Sem. I ſhall 2 hold; I feel the climbing grief: 


Zi 2 hus, kneeling at thy feet, I pour 
Theſe parting Tears: and ſure the happy King, 

In pity will allow this dying Kiſs, 

Which my could Lips print on thy Faithleſs Hand. 4 
Oh, all my Vows, tor ever hear I leave you; 

And, fince we never, never muſt behold 

Each "other more, Pl breath *em once again: 


In all thy ſearch of Love, a heart like mine. 
* more, Farewel for ever, falſe Semandre. 
What? yet again thy Name: ? Will my charm'd Tongue 


Enter Mithridates, with mah. N 


| Sem. The cruel Task is done; and I can hold | 7 nt 
No longer != | . 
Mith. Come back Semandra Empire, Empire calls thee, 
Op'a thy Eyes to meet thy coming Glery ! | 13 
Sem. O Barb'rous Prince, may 1 not die in quiet? . vol 
Mtb. Talk not of dying. 2 
See this Holy Man 
Sem, Holy, Prophane, | 
Al things are now alike to my diſtraction. 3 
Mith, He inſtantly ſhall joy n your hand with mine. 
Sem, What means the Tyrant ? 
Mith. You are now our Queen. ” "Cy þ 
Sm, Firſt let me ſeek a Dragon in his Den: 
Imbrace an Aſtic, curl with Baſutsks, 
er I give up this Body, this poor Beauty, 
o any but my Lord, the wrong'd Ziphares. 
Mith. I gueſs you wou'd not by your free Conſent; 
but I ſhall force, if you refuſe to-yields - wont { att 3h 
Ibis moment I will take you in my Chariot, a va 03 zul 
treight to the Temple, and in publick Wed Jou; 
Tho' you refuſe to joyn in Ceremony, 
nſtead of Sacred words venting loud Curſes, 
Kill not avail ; for when the Myſtery's done, 
l bear you back, and as my Queen enjoy you. 
Sem, 1 will be dragg'd; die ſtißed with my grief. 
Mith. You have 15 e Will, but not the Power to die. 


Nin 2060 45 r 39 


My Eyes grow fu l Y, and! (tall give him Death. 1 J. Aa. 
e ' „Nr 


Farewel. Semandra. O, thowlr never find, | „„ 


Sound * but Semandrs ? Oh, Semandra. ; © [Exit. 
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| wad |  MITHRIDAFES..” 0 
| Sem. None! i is there none? No pitying God ends = "IT 
And are your Prieſts Confederate in my ruiae? 17 moth = #3 wa 7 
They ſare will tell you of your Tyranny, ©  —/ 88 
And fear too much the anger of the Heay” 4 1 dog * 
To force a helpleſs Virgin : They will ſpeale 
Faur Crime abroad; will yon not, Holy Men Da 
Mith. Let me but hear the Holieſt of em obe [T . 
By Heav'n, he ſhall go Sacrifice beneath: Fab e T 
Therefore away, Prieſt, forward to the Temple. | 
Sem. Help, help, you Gods, 
Mith. All thought of help is vain, | 
Give me your Beauteous Hand, and willingly, 
Or here are Arms to bear you. . 
Sem. Let em be; 
Call all your Armies hither to your aid, 
I will not ſtir, nor give this trembling Hand 
To gain an Empire: Thus, to th Earth, Fit grow 
One piece, O, root me here, ſome pitying God, 
And let me loſe my being, to eſcape him. 
Mith. Andravar, raiſe her gently. from the Ground CT hey take 
Take help, and bring her ſoftly to my Chariot. ber in their Arms, 
Sem. Stay, Mitbridates ,, hear me but one word; 
One moments ſtay : Ev'n Malefactors are 
_ Allow'd to ſpeak before their Execution; 
And ſhall not 1? I, whom am Innocent? | 
'Tis not to thee, but to the Gods, I bow : al 
Behold ; —= but ſee, from you,from you . take in me: 
O ſave me thus by cruel Men betray'd ; | 
* your ſelves and right a ane Maid. 
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ACT IV. SCENE L 


Michridates imcompaſs'd with the Ghoſts of bis who 
Daggars to bis Dog egg = 


Hat Ho! Pelopidas ! Wh n | 
Haſte to my 9 7 | ® 


| Pelop. What wou'd your Majeſty? 
Mirh. I wou'd what I muſt neꝰer expett on Earth 


The peace I had. Come nearer. On, m F * 
If kate did e er foreſhew a Doom in % Y- TOs 


* 
„ 244 . 
EF 3 þ =. 
0 * . 1. 6 


. 
—_— -_ ( % a ay 2 a — 0 
n - 4 9 1 p ; * 57 {2.8 > 
* 5 

A - > EM * 

2 Ny | 9 a , * | | | % 

4 42 1635 BH N 4 ; 7 10 . 0 -4 _ 

0 us 
* IP ws 5 a 

\ - 


Mine is at hand, Laſt night, you well remember, 


I bore Semandra from the Thundr' ing Gods. 
Who ſhook the deep Foundations of the Temple, 
With the report of Wrath Divine; yet I, 


This deſperate wretch, through ſtreets of fire did bear her 


Back, in a Swoon, to my moſt inward Cloſet: 
But there you left me, left me to the rage © 
Of monſtrous Lore, Which, in the midſt of fain 
With Tranſports yet unheard of, forc'd a joy, 
Whoſe momentary pleaſures will heap on me 
Whole V Vorlds of Furies, Hells of endleſs Horror: 
Pelop. But, Sir, the Dream that may divert your cares. 


. *, 
2 ——— 4 


Mitb. Divert 'em ! Rather let gather all my courage 


To Bulwark in my Soul. O plant me round 
VVith your kind Bodies; blunt, if poſſible, 

Heav'ns whetted vengance, while 1 tell the Viſion, 
After the dreadful Extaſie was over, 

The raviſt'd Maid, half-dead with ſhrieking prayers, 
Burſt, at the laſt, from my relenting Arms, 
Ran to my Sword, of which when 1 difarm'd her, 
She fled the Room, with cries like one diſtracted, 
Preſt with Remorſe, I reſted on my Couch, 

And ſlept; but ho, a Dream fo full of terrour, 

The pale, the trembling mid-night Raviſher 
Neer ſaw, when cold Lucretza's Mourning: Shadow: 
His Curtains drew, and laſh'd him in the eyes, 
VVith her bright Treſſes, dabled in her blood. 

Pelop, I have heard of Dreams that prov'd Ominous; 
But I cou d never fix my Faith on Fancies.. 

Mith, Methought, by Heav'nly Order I was doom'd 
To ſeek my Fate alike in th* other V Vorld :: 
Streight, like a Feather, I was born by VVinds, 

Toa ſteep Promontory's top, from whence 

I ſaw the very Mouth of op'ning Hell; 

Shooting ſo faſt through the void Caves of niglit, 

I had not time to ponder of my paſſage. 

I ſhot the Lake of Oaths, where Fleeting Ghoſts, 
VVhoſe Bodies were unbury'd, beg'd for waftage: 
Then was Ethrown down. the Infernal Courts, 
Infinite fathom, till I ſoar'd again 1 

To the bright Heavnly Plains, the happy Fields. 

Andr. I wonder, that the brittle thred of thought 

Sou d hold in ſuch a maze /! | 

Oh, now it comes. as of 3.2, 

After that Heav'nly Sounds h. d Charm'd my Ears, 

Methought I faw-the Spirits of: my Sons, Wen 
by my jealouſie of there Ambition, 


/ 


= 
— -—a_, — — — - 


„TER 


78 4 
Who ſhriek d, He's come! Our cruel Father's co. : . a 


Arm, arm, they cry'd, through all th” enamelPd Grove: _ * 
Streight had their cries alarm d the wounded e eee 
Of all thoſe Romans, Maſſacred in Ai: > 770 19 e 
heard the empty clanck of their thin Arms, 106 ee 05 I T 1 


And tender voices cry Lead, Pompey, lead. 2 
Streight they came on, with Chariots, 2 i e 55 roſa 17 00 *: 


When I had leiſure to diſcern their Chief, F 
Methought that Pompey was my San Ziphares : Hoa hae rn 
Who caſt his dreadful Pile, and pierc'd my heart: 

Then ſuch a din of Death, Swords, Spears, and; Jo 
Clatter d about me, that L wak'd. with terror, 


$2 4. 


41386 of 
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3.3 1e 24 i”: 0 b 
And found my ſelf extended on the en <5 b ie a 5 
ROT 1] 1619 5 nod vm i A.: f 71841 
Enter Pharnaces: 2001 ba er 


Phar. Arm, arm, great Mithridates, W big War 


Comes with vaſt leaps, bounding o er all „ 4 5 Frey Ry 2 
W hich crouches to the torrent: ee M Ls JE 
Pompey the Great, ſaluted Emperour, 133 5 we 


And, for ſome years, deſtin'd to overn all Ro mood 
The Italian Arms, with ſuch full Commiſſion, L 1 

As yet was never granted to a 1 one 
Pompey, ſo young, ſo ſoft, in ſhining 8 5 1 

That all the Roman Ladies languiſh l + tl. 
Pompey, ſo fierce in Camps, fo brave iu Fields, 

. The very Boys, like Cupias, dreſt in Arms 

Clap their young barnneſs'd thighs, and truſt to Bates: 
Pompey, Rome's Darling, and Fame's Eldeſt Son, | 

Proclaims with Mut hridates mortal War. | 
Alitb. Were all well here, what Force, what Loney Arms; 1 

What General, Marching at the Head of Millions, | 
Cou d daunt the bold, the forward Mitbridates ? 

But here, Pharnaces, in my guilty Boſom, 

The fatal Foe does undermine me quite; 

Black Legions are my thoughts; not Pompey, but 5 
Ziphares comes, with all his wrongs, for Arms, 3 1 50% 551 
Like the Lieutenant of the Gods, againſt me; 1 
Semandra too, like bleeding Victory 3 

Stands on his fide, and cries out kill, ill, TY key 

That curſed Parricide, that Raviſher, . E $3, 
Oh, Heav'o, ſuſtain me, or I ſhall go mad. 

My ugly guilt flies in my concious face. 

* am 1 deu with Boſom war. = | 4 

Phar. Tis much beneath your 0 m n 

Jour ſelf with fears. 5 e #2 7 fe IR 
 Mith, Plane, thov'rt im CE e ee 


8 „ 3 - 92 © — 
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7 A W 1 re Y 

Kingof PONTUS. 
[ tell thee, Boy, remorſe and upſtart fear 
Oppreſſes me, ia ſpight of all my knowledge; 
Tho none of thoſe that boaſt Philoſophy _ 
Has _ 0 Ln — 1 9 Womb ) 
Than I ; (the mid-night Moon has ſeen my watchiogs 
| tell thee, none can name her infinite ſeeds 
Like me; nor better know her ſparks of light, 
Thoſe Gems that ſhine in the Blew-Ring of Heav'n; 
None knows more Reaſons for, or againſt yon firſt 
Bright Cauſe, can talk of accidents ; 
Above me: Yet I'll tell thee, once again, | 
There is a Thorn, call'd Conſcience, makes its way 
Through all the Fence of Pleaſure, fortify'd * 
With Reaſons, that this I|Ffeem'd good to me, 
And ſtings thy guilty Father to the Soul. 
Pelop. After the fierceneſs of common pleafure, 
A ſudden heavineſs is natural. 

Andr. Not but the fading Spirits will revive. 
Mith. Never, oh never: Nor did I enjoy 
Expected pleaſure, tho? theſe hands did hold, 

All night, her panting Beauties to my Brealt ; 

But, oh ! what joy, what pleaſure, what conten 

Cou'd my griev'd heart receive in raviſh'd kindneſs ! 

Her lips, which if Ziphares had been there, o 
Wov'd ſure have ſhot their gleamy warmth at diſtance, 
Were cold to me, as Odours are in Froſt: r 
Her face, like weeping Marble, damp'd my flames 1 
And, as I drew her trembling to my Arms, 

She fainted ſtill, and woo'd me with ſuch wailings, 

Such languiſhings, and broken ſighs, to leave her, 
That, had not more than monſtrous appetite 
Tranſported me, the Roſe had been unblaſted. 

Phar. You think of her too much: The Sex of Women, 
The raviſh'd Beauties of the Earth together, 

Deſerve not half the grief that clouds your Brow. 

Pelop. Your Subjects want you, to defend their lives; 
Exch Citizen, in Armour clad, defends 
His Houſhould-Gods, ſtanding to guard his door, 
And cries, A Leader! Let us to the Wars, 

Mith. The Thunderbolt of Methridates battel, 

That tore the Roman Banners, now is loſt - 

My Arm, my Arm, ev'n my Right-Arm is loſt, 
Nor will my Trumpers ſound without Ziphares : 
His breath was as the Air, to all the Army; 

His Face was as the Sun, in depth of Winter; 

Y And made cold Cowards bluſh away their fears ; 
ell hut he is ſer, for ever ſet in ſorrow, s 


"3 MIT e 


Andr. Vour Majeſty is, of yaur ſelf, duffcieat | .. ten rod a. n 


To Head your eager Troops: or braye Pharnace . -. 
Stand forth, to fill Ziphares 9 1 br. att. 


Telop. Ziphares ſtill your Ro our 
To improve himſelf in Arm 


- 


Amongſt Barbarians, 55 get a 10554 
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ene, 1 ws 2013) 


While, in inglorious Fields, * A oma f. my E. | 


And tho", perhaps, he greater LEG im 14. a 
In rooting up ſuch Rnbbyth of the Ear py . 
Than thꝰ other did in felling the tall Trees; be 
Vet this was paid with Labour, that 2 a 
Mith. Peace, Villains; 
Now, by the Gods, my Eyes are. half r 5 
But, if the thought that kindles in my n 
Finds proper fuel to increaſe my Fir 
It ſhall conſume you, Traytors; it * "Vf 


peace, canf] piring u 3; 


(Which ! begin to do) that you have play'd ;.. * 12 SE | 


* The Villain, Andravar, or thous: Pelopides,} ...;1..+ 
And laid Semandra's Beauty as 5 ſnare a ar | 
To catch Z:phares life, (Oh, all the) God? 
And ruine me, by placing of the Bait: ad] 
Mark me, if ought of this, if | ſhadow. bs Joo 
Appear, that you conſpir d. to betray me; 1 3 
I'll heap ſuch horrours on your fri Dep Souls, X 
That you ſhall call your Brother-Devils up 

To ſnatch you hence, rather than ſtand my _ * 


Peloy. Why ſhould Jour Majeſty auler your — 25 go 
Mith. Becauſe thou did'ſt foment my Fatal Paſſion; 


And when I view thee well, my Genius bids "Y 
Beware of thee : Tho” thy moſt ſubtil e 

Has wrought me {till to liſten to thy lies; 
Thou art, methinks, maliciouſl contriv/d, 
And haſt, if ever yet 4 Villain had. 
The Face of a moſt ſudtil working Slave... 


roc 


Andr. We have done nonght but what eee 


Did warrant : If yay lov'd, hond we rubuke it? 
Or durſt we think to quench a ire, which n 
Reſolv d ſhov'd burn? 

Mit h. Yes, Traytors ! yes; you ou 

When you had ſeen me going, to have fee me : . 
My ſtrugling Virtue might, with ſome. 92 | 
Have caſt the Venom of my Paſſion u; 


But, with your poyſonous Breath you wade i it abe, 


Till i was fit to ruin Poor Smandra. 


— 
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COSTA Tus. 45 
UN: 11 4: | WO] v4] 8 N 1.7 BELTS 
" Enter Semen 0 Ant gidz A 364 
Ane 52 1 1 3 77 33 4 * 58 A 
But, Oh ! behold | the Jangouſen & riese, 6 5 
Sem. What, doſt thou Heavens! Sena ; 
Why, what a Monſter then-muft 1 appear, | ofrghts him! 
VVhoſe form can ſhake thebloody Mithridates ! gd cow c- 206 3 
'Tis ſure, thou haſt undone this helpleſs Creature. ber 0 0 
And turn 'd to mortal paleneſs all her Beauties <> 8 
Thou haſt made her hate the Day which once adornd | IT 
Her op'ning Sweets: How wretched haſt thou made me 1 Go 


Yer, Oh my Soul, thou inward ge, rr 


How moch! hate this violated Shrine. r 
Mith. Wretched Semandra j 1G mage 29 and ws 
Sem. — 7a $6. me? =» and Del Let FO, beet naw Tf 

Is the long Line of my Eternal grief mn bares) tis „ vine 21d 58 

Of ſuch a Charming force, that it can fetck binn ow hn 


Tears from that Rock ? Ah, moſt unheard of forrow/1;- | +» Rr Net . 
Doſt thou repent ? Or are they but teign'd Tears? | Pao bas 


VVhat e er they are, thou ſhould'(t * — n beſore, en 2 + 
The cruel conſequence of this dark deedc- * 247 01 — 2 Jil 000 
VVhen I was heav'd in Air, and with my — 7 F boi oc iis ＋ 4 


pierc d the deaf Heav'ns, and call&-to hee formency,. hamm 11 3656; 
Then had'ſt thou thus diſſoly'd, I ſhow'd have bleſt 1 1 97 eee K 
But now, thy black Repentance comes too late. ad bu 
VV hat, Ah! what ſatisfaction ud chou make? * vin re i gyci oT 
Mith, Inſtruct me. o. }2idalim vel 0 31{guods abba A. GA 
Sem. No: There is in Nature none; nel dd „vin ei nah. bIC 
Since I can never be Ziphares Bride. ent wo! = 101 57 ars D model vt 1 
For if thou ſhou*dſt conſent to make us jg 19 ts + © wond oY 
And Heav'a ſhou'd VVarrant it; nay, tho e, 024 1w0y ner 
Extravagantly ſhou'd conſent to take me, Y T5 1 ob d A 
Ah, cou d I meet thoſe dear, thoſe: faithful Arme, 1181 wot yi 100 13 woH 
VVhich yet, in ſleep, ne'er touch d a breaſt but mine 


Thus wrong d; and thus defild, eee 119 i917 2410w 0: * 


Of his Semandr a, but her ſpotleſs mind —2— 
This is too much to think. Ab, Cruel King! 5 E ables woH 
Now I cou'dcurſe, now I co'd tear my ſelf, 3 bn n, 2312 AningA 
Now I cou'd weep, as if it twere poſſible t 00 dal: Hl 
To waſh my ſtains out! Tell me, O you Powers. rn yistra 
For I'll be calm, Was 1 not warth your care? 2 2noilttM ud 
And why, you Gods, was Virtue made to ſuffer 70 Ib. 221121899 0. 
Unleſs this World be but as Fire, to purge. I ps 27? yd bit 1 ben 
Her droſs that ſhe may mount and be a Staa. 
Were this but certain; Ah ! there's nothing ſure, l 10 on 
But my irrecoverable Fate; undone-Semandra/) ——n + 8 
* this is certain, Death with loſs of Honour. .. | bie 1 
| ! 
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4" th  MITHRIDATBS | 


Mith. Farewel, Semandra, thou moſt ge 1 Women. 

But VII this inſtant go to A , 
And if I find what Iſu yo yt ; Pharnacrs, | 
I'll cut thee off as an infectious limbs oo 7 

And, for thoſe Villains, I ſhall quickly Knorr, 
The wrong, ſhe has had ; ws hs accus'd innocence - 

If your foul words have ſullyd with black flander, 

Think not to ſcape, for ſhou'd you ride on Charms, 
Take Winds to bear you, or the Lightning's ſpeed, | 
With panting horrour to the brink of Hell, 

Ad ſweep you from the Verge to flames bedeath, 
And ſink your Villanies wich weighty death. + 

Phar. Firſt, ſink your ſelf, your Crown _ wore rogether 

Peloprags, this comes of your cool counſel: - + 
Had I been heard, M nimia had been gone | 
By this; enjoy d and Crown d my Royal Bride, 

And we receiv'd, as Conquerours by the Romans. 

Haſt thou not heard, how when Tygranes came, 

And caſt his Diadem at Pompey's feet, 

He call'd him King, and raisd him by that Name 

To fit as Equal to the Reman Coful ? 

By all the Gods, I will not ſtay a W 
But take immediately my flight; except 0 
You ſwear to fide with Rome, call Pompey. ue, 
And haſte with all the Forces we can make, | 

To joyn his Army, and betray my Father. 

Pelop. A ſudden 

Old Archilaus is arriv* 
The labour'd Army ſome few furlongs hence z w 
You know the violent love the Souldiers bear 

 ThePrince your Brother; and we know er 

And ſo do all the murmuring Citizens 

How cruelly your Father lately ns'd bim 1 

But that great Mole, the Multiude ne'er ſees 
Who works their Prince, but ſtill take all on craft; 

Therefore I inſtantly will ſpread amongſt *em 

How Archalaus was Conſpirator  -—- 

_ Againſt the Prince, and finding more advantage 

To have the King his Son-in- Law, by Letters 

Baſely compelPd his Daughter to the Marriage. 

Phar. Millions to one but this will ſet em on 

To tear curſt Arcbilaus like mad Dogs. t vr 

Beſides I find, by frequent murmurs, l 

His Subjects are quite tir d with length of War; 


* * 
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And, but laſt night, I know min ee t 4, 


All Captains, who confpir'd to take the part 


* Tenge. and int reated me to head neee 
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See 222 
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Andr. Purſue the wh, and be ſure it cool pot, 
While I, with Trypben haſten 1 to the Army; 3348 6 35 
A Prieſt will colour well our Enter priſe. - 
There will we give out all that Treachery 
Can raiſe to fire em; how the King has doom'd 
The Prince to Death, having firſt raviſh'd from him 
Tbe fair Semandra, for whofe ſake he dies. 
Phar. While I immediately to Pompey ſend, 
Who comes, I hear, on haſty march, to fight 
Our Army, "and beliege us in our Walls. 

Pelop. Thus ſhall the Prince and I rule all within ; 
And you, with the High-Prieſt my * play | 
Your Parts without. 

Phar. long to be in Action: 
And ſure Rome muſt, for the great overthrow, 
Give me my Father's Crowns which gratitude 
Shall diſtribute to both your utmoſt wiſhes. 
fel. We muſt not doubt your bounty But away. 


Enter Ziphares, with Iſmenes, at al.. 
Your melancholy Brother may O er- hear us. 
LE. Phar. Pelop. Andr: 


Ziph, Oh, my hard Fate! why did I truſt her ever? 
What Storyi is not full of Womans falſhood ! - 
The Sex is all a Sea of wide deſtruction: 
Weare the vent rous Barks that leave our home, 
for thoſe ſure dangers which their ſmiles conceal: 
At firſt, they draw us in with flattring looks 
Of Summer-Calms, and a ſoft gale of Sighs: 
Sometimes, Ike Syrens, charm us with their Songs, 
Dance on the Waves, and ſhew their golden Locks 
But when the Tempeſt comes, then, then pets: we us, 
Or rather help the new Calamity, /,, b 
And the whole ſtorm is one injurious Woman. > | e þ 
The Lightning, follow'd with:a Thunder- bolt. | dy | 
kMarble-hearted Women: All the Shelves, 7 Urn! 
The faithleſs Winds, blind Rocks, and Gnking Sands, Job 1.381% 
Are VVomen all; the wracks of wretched Men. bro 1 ns! ,31501 290 | 
krithee, Iſmenes,. while I lay me here 
dum me with fome fad Seng into dane. 1682 id arts nogU 
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Own ight, when althe Fil eſe n 
wandrin pher e iet I ins vi 
| To at of nur ptr ty * 117, I&* 1 
Be gone, ſaid he, fond thought, be goes a 2824 

Eyes, give your os: i ban $077 lt Lat awd 
Why ſhnu'd you walt your Tears for ne | 
That IRA on you ne more? 


y S p 
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Tot all the "Os the guet; an Paws f 
That dwell within this Grove, 4 
Can tell kom many tender hours ed 
Me here bave paſs d in Los. 
Ton Stars above (my cruel Foes) _ 8 | 
Have heard hoy ſbe has ſworn e on : 
A thouſan1 times, that like to . IP ro agiorm 170) 
Fier Flame (hou dt never burn,” 2 5 


135 Fs weary | win #0) 
But, face hes Io, 0 Ob! Le mebeve | e Hot 308 #y<0321 
My wiſh, and quickly die "i ahi 30 £50 8418 21 % 


In this cold Bank 1'l — Graves” { apes d e ot e 


And there for ever: lie wit e 9 53 
Sad Nightingales the ac fl ha; #1 Lwinb vat 

And kindly bere complain 
Then down 1 Shepherd lay e, ren | 


9 4 + 44 . % 
I»? 1 } Wall) Daus en 202 0 DIARY 
But never wak d. again. 0 FAY "a - : ' & {125 48 


pt 5783] Ag: 17 4% 14 22 4 103 mos 10 1 2 


Enter  Archilaus)” * MEG Won 9. 7 
FI dai ono 21 47” Q10% 7 
Arch. How now, 1— Prithice, 4 Boy,” i dll . 
Inſtru& me where to find thy Royal Maſter. 27 
What ! doſt thou weep? i Clyrgothle bring me iin 151 
Iſme. See there, my Lor. fo: T 203 ; m7 
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ak  _ Areb, Bleſs me, you Heav'nly pom W. t t e To dlidv, N 
XL Upon the Earth] It cannot be thy:Maſter; 5/1 050 0b 2 
B Is that a poſture for a Conqueror? | 
| He who G1 bravely beat the Romans back ; 
A 2 and Triumpher ? Haſte, and ſhew me. 
Heav'n, it's true, my Lord; there lies the Prince, 
1 Arb ache my Heart prefag d. when having left 


We Army; I came poſting to the Court, CA! Fes. 


a cows oc ao 


And 8 a ative from my Friend's: won gif bavit IC 
They ſaid the Prince had Triumph'd, but 1 ſaw, 59% 2h 
Not the leaſt track of ſuch a Glory left, wig vil eq 
No glimmering twilight of #6 full. an Honour. | 


4 


ThE has been ook p hg, and Till fd fe b., abe, SUN 
Ziph. Away, Semandra; Ctuel Woman, sd 121 1 4a 
Arch. Hal goes it there? Zipbarei, Prince, * * 16011 gu% 

Zibh. Ha! who is chere? CIA — * MIS 
Arch. Why : 

Do I not ſee you in & Chariot, 7 1 

With all the Pride of A Lbrigktelt Gems! Nigg BoM 4a 

hy mount you not the Throne which you re Dune 

The Lords of Cochis waiting as your Slaves? IS ia 121 A* 

Give me ſome Reaſon why 1 ſee you thus. 18 
Ziph. Alas, he had no band in her Revolt, 

Nor knows not yet, perhaps, how ſhe has us d me- 

Why do I ſeem thus ſtrange then? np 14 — 

(For I ruſt never call chee Father more) 1 Ut, [Ta 
Pardon my faulty Carriage. x bow. 92c9vet welt! 
Arch. For bear theſe ſtrict Embraces, 9901 ih ol £22203 1.5 

Your tears, your hanging on my Boſom thus ; 

Your ſighs reduce my Age to ſobbing Childhood, 

And make an Infant of your Poor Old Man. | 
Ziph. Did I not ſay, ay more home _ 19 


Thee Father? J 0 o to -A v 
Arch. Yes, you did. e oil yd an {nr 1518 
Zipb. Fond, fooliſh ſorrowW! 7% vi of 12.35 5 0 


Thou art, thou ſhalt, thou muſt be Nin my —— 
My Brother, Siſter; Miſtreſs, All, my Friend; 
For all but thou have left me: no kind eye 
Pities the ſuff rings of abas'd- Ziphares 117 255 Da 
They fly, all fly from my infectious Fortune 
Arch. Nay, good dear Printe, ſtand up, you ſmother als! 
Your words with groans : Dry up this womaniſh grief, | 24s \ 
And ſpeak, dear Sir, Declare the curſed Cauſe, 2 
The baleful Spring, the Source of all this Miſchief. 
Zipb. Wow'd you believe it? ſcarce can I my. ſelf; 
Oh Heavn's, and oh you ever burning Lights 
Who have beheld at midnight from your- Orbs ö 
Our flames, that kindled bright and chaſt as Worst Pat n 
Which of you all, which moſt malignant Star, | eff 
Shew me that envious Fire that croſt our Loves, . 
That 1 may curſe him from his fatal Sphere? i 9 
Arch. Name it, 1 ſay, the ground of all this trouble. 
feel a warm Revenge run through my blood, no! 3 las Hy 
EL hed put off ſome forty year- OMIA HS 3 
Methinks I ſtand as fit to ien the Cauſe e ee 


TY ws ow appr * 


Gt Friendſhip now, rent Lee 192343 ba/ 


Ziph. Thy Daughter. 
Arch. Well, I gueſs'd Fate ae there.” 
Zith. Semandra my moſt fair, dear gentle Miſtreſs, | rf 
859 If th be fl, be isn0 longer air. — 0 

weet proteſting Creature, that N 

Where 1 ſo deep had writ my Vows in Blood, oi Of! 

Is taken from me. N | 
Arch. By her own conſent ? ? 


Ziph. Moſt certain. That eternal bond of Oaths, 1 17s dy Us 4 76 
Committed to her keeping, now is Cancel d- toy tro vAW 
Ev*n.her fair Hand, the Seal oha my Love. Jo 210 ö 
Her Hand has given her faithleſs Heart awag. 6 

Arob. Then, ſhe is falſe? you know ber to be ſo? 

Falſe, falſe, "as waters, winds, or wand ring bires : ( 
She is more falſe than Woman can believe. -- 0b yi 
Arch, The opening of her treachery, come, how was'c?. ' 70) 
Particular revenge wou'd know particular. | en Ahne l 
At firſt, I gueſs d ſhe did receive you 4101 da 
' Ziph. Quite contrary, as if ſhe-neer had ſeen me; t 
Quite alter d, quite eſtrang'd; reſerv'd and cold, 311 1601 l 
With all the coyneſs of a baſe-born Beat. 

Made proud with Pow'r: Not one tender look, bid His 

The very Accent of her Voice was chang'd, een a 
Nor was ſhe to be known, but by her Beau, 
Nought elſe con'd ſpeak her to my Senſe the ſame, o „Uno 41S F 
O nothing but the Face of my Semaftdra; ' (3 ; | : 
Arch. When my keen Sword ſhall glitter in her ON * 
Doubt not, but I ſhall make her know you well; 1 1 01; 
And tho? you never grace her with-your favour, AA F 
For ſhe is now unworthy your Embrace | A 
Yet I will bring the Traytreſs to your knees. ob Loon ve 421 k 

Zipb. Can it be 31 ly = \ 

Thou ſhov'dſt be ignorant, ſhe's paſt the riving? h ic 
Arch. l have not met the nens, which your r Eyes I 
Appear fo big with. 7A | 0 
Here I am loſt again; 1, ? Ti 


Here al my Courage, which has born the bias 

| Of ſterneſt War, ſhrinks like a beaten Coward : 

4 Here, I confeſs, my Piety gives way, | 

| ; 

I cou'd fall out with the forgetful Gods, 1 3 $ 

And curſe the cruel Anthor of my Being; | | 

No, Tyrant, no, thou bloody Parent, think not 

| That I will dear it longer; AR; ͤ AAA 1 

__ Like thee, all nature, all remorſe, all pity,, | c 
= And ſnatch her from thee, wedded as you ar. | ba 


FRY 


ee PO ws us. 


at, VVedded ! Marri'd ! 

2 (= Vedd „ Marri'd, ded, 

He — enjoy d her, rifled that fair Cater” 

VVbere all the 22 2 my life were laid: 

Yes, yes, Jon Gods, I law em paſs along; | 

fab to the Temple, throygh the crouded: ; OE 

gau em come back, darted y wiſhing Eyes = 
At her falſe Face, with ſuch accuſing glances, 

the fainted in the Chariot ; Jes, I ſaw ings 

Sink pale, and dying down; bur there 1 loſt her, 

And left ßer to the Revels of the Night, 

To be enjoy d, ev'n this laſt night enjoy d. 

eb. By alf the honours which ſhe has Giſhon at d, 
che ſhall not live another. 
Zibb. Oh my Father! | 

Cou'd you but guels the pains that J endurd! 

Ob all the ſubtileſt fits of ſharpeſt Sickneſs, 

Were nothing to the Torments which 1 bore. 

] timd ev'n their diſrobing Kiſſes, Smiles, 

The firſt Imbraces, and the racking Joy; 

But there methought Fancy it ſelf was ſtopt, 

It coy'd no more. The limit of my life 

Was found, the end of all my joys on Earth. 

Arch. Si edies ; not Deſtiny ſhall ſave her from us: 

As ſhe has ſworn, and as ſhe has forſworn, 

Fll draw my ſword, bath'd in her deareſt blood, = 

From forth her Heart-ſtrings, while the rank red Weeds 5 

Cling to my recking Blade ! Or wou'd you more? 

lam grown up to your anger. 

Zipb, General, hold: 

| have been impious in my vented rage 

for which; oh pardoa me, my Royal kaither. 

And you, moſt injur'd Pow rs. whom 1 offend . 

And, oh, whatever ſhall become of me, 

Forgive the fair, the falſe, the lov'd Semandra. - 

If while Live thou mark her Gentle Limbs 

With the leaſt wound, ir ends Zipbares life; 

Or if thou hurt ber after l am dead, 

Thov'lt raiſe my Aſhes up in Arms againſt thee © 
Iſme, My Lord, — Queen Sentqndra's coming hihee, 
Ziph. Say 'ſt thou 
Ine. The Queen ——— But ſee, ſhe enters. 

Zidh, Ha! 


Sem, Oh Zithares! Oh Prince ! Ohebou moſt are 4 


E5 Oh father, do not wound the Prince : Ziphares : „ 


eee 


Zipb. How ean this be? Madam you. ov] htat leaſt 

To have ſeat me word; for now, inſtead o W 

I can preſent you nothing but my Tears. 465 

A beating Heart, and groans that will not ſuit be 5 4 

With your moſt happy State, your Bleſt condition.” 4; "A 
Sem. Ah, did you rightly underſtand m) — 


You wou'd 1 not wound a bleeding, dying reatur 8 Fa I 1 | 


But I'll endure yet more. When Fam dead. 
And'tis too late, you'll murmur to your ſelf, 
At leaſt I might have heard what the poor Wreck 


& wiil i 3 SI Zndf 


2 2 
Cov'd ſay. el Ti 17 7 F 52 65 TOf 1! ar 


Arch. Oh Hren! but 1 will be bull. 
Ziph. What canſt thou ſay, if I reſolve to ee thee? 


Thou wilt but tear thee wounds, which thou-haſt wall 
This Viſit was moſt cruel : Why comiſt thou then, 
For fear I ſhou'd forget thee? Mercileſs Woman! 


- Arch, Let let us hear her, Prince; let's hear the Sorcereſs;, A 


T hat when ſure Vengeance "overtakes her e 
She may have nought to anſwer. 

Seu. The good Gods | 
Reward that Voice of Mercy, firlt then, my hon. 

Ziph. No; I'll be gone, Fly, Archileus, fly, 
She has a Tongue that can undo the World. 
She eyes me juſt as when ſhe firſt inflamd me, EL! 
Such were her Looks, ſo melting was her Language, oat 
Such falſe ſoft Sighs, and ſuck. deluding Tears, may 
When from her Lips I took the luſcious poyſon, 
When with that pleaſing perjur'd breath avowing, _ 
Her whiſpers trembld through theſe credulous 27 7 
And told the Story of my utter ruige. 


FAS 
& + — 


Arch. Nay, *tis impoſſible to. clear her RIf; | ge 5 — wk med 


And it was Impudence to offer at it: 


Therefore, thou ſhameleſs Of-ſpring of my ioo Lal = a go 


Pl cut thee from me; thus, with all thy Crimes, W 
Die, as thou did'ſt dere. iis having: ary 
Zipb. Hold thy hand; 50 9 Ziph. f 
I charge the touch her not, ot alt” 9. 1 
Arch. By Heav'n, ſhe . A . . i 2a 7; * 


1 may diſpoſe my own. ſhe ſhall not 1 72 

Z:ph. By all the Gods, ſhe hall, while! Wiebrällg, ON 
And, if thou draw'ſt Pl guard her life with mine, "= 
I ſnhou'd be loth to lift my Arm *gainft thee © Rs 
Of all Mankind; but were my Father here 
Reſoly'd to give > her Death, I wou'd onpoſe bim. 
Sem. Draw then, and ſheath your Weapons in 2 n. . 
In curſt Semandra's Heart; but for the World, . 


* \ : 


= 
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King. of. "ONT US... -* 
And, oh Ziphares, do not burt my Father WM * 
Upon my knees, ] beg you to be wes th n 0 $77 Ay 
And hear me thus. b 317+ H 
Ziph. Oh riſe! falſe, as thou art, 
Thou once wert Empreſs of my Soul, and I 
Still drag thy Chains; ſpeak then, Semandra, ſpeak; 
For I'm ſo doz d, ſo weary with complaining, - 
That I cou'd ſtand and liſten to the Winds, 
And think that Woman talk'd : Obſerve the Rain, 
And think that Woman wept ; or in the 1 
Behold Semandra's Form; ſtill fleeting from me, 
But, ſpeak : I loſe my Senſes with my Woes.” 
Arch. He has ſav'd thy life; come, makee a bandſom le 
In recompeuce. 
Sem. 1 will be ſhort, as true. | 
When you were gone to Wars, the King relaps Sd; 
How prompted, Heav'n beſt knows: And when with Conqueſt 
You came from Battle, he with dreadfol threats 
Compel'd me to receive you in that manner. | 
Zipb. Ah, cruel Creature! what, what Menaces, 
What fear of death, cou'd ſo have made Apbares | 
Receive Semandra * 
Jem. Not Racks, nor all the Tortures 
Which Hell combin d cou d put into the hearts 
Of bloodeſt Tyrants, ſnou'd have forc't me tot. 
But, oh! Your Life, which he with deepeft Oaths 
Had ſworn to take, unleſs I ſeem'd to ſcorn you; 
That daſh'd my Spirits, bafied all the daring 
Of my defenceleſs heart: There 1 confeſs 
The Woman work?d; I trembled and agreed 
To ſee you ſo, rather than loſe you ever. | 
Arch, Now, by my Arms, "ſhe has come off 105 wander! | 
Sem. And think, my Lord, reflect upon your ſelf; - 
I dare believe fo dearly once you lov'd me, 
That were you certain I ſhou'd loſe my life, 
Unleſs you us d me in that very manner, 
I know you wou'd conftrain your flame a while, 
And ſeem as cold, and as relerv'd as JI. 
Ziph. Oh heart! oh bleeding Love! but ſpeak, nee 
For there is wondrons Reaſon, mighty Sence 
In what you ſay: And 1 cou'd hear you ever. 
Sem. When you were gone, the cruel King came in, 
And without ſtop propos'd the fatal Marriage, 
Which being deny d. he forc'd me to the Temple. | 
Yet, x the Alcar, 1 deny'd my bands | LONELY 
Iavok'd the Gods with the violent ſorrow, 5104 ! 


1 


Tears, 2 and n 2 the frighted Prieſts, - 
[$3 2 


1 mangled my one fleſh ; but all in vain: 
I was ſuppos d his Queen, and ſo enjoy d. 


Struck down the Cenfors, and like roi, adi 29204 v. 


Ziph.. Then ſtill thy heart, thy heart was mine, See Wars 


Sem, It was, it is, for ever-ſhall be yours. 
Ziph. Oh, at thy feet, let me for ever lye, 

Thus hang upon thy knees with dying graſps, 

Thou moſt wrong'd Innocence, abus d Semaindra. 
Sem. Oh, my dear Lord, you ſhall kneel without me. 
Eipb. Thou art not falſe then | 


Sen. Con d you think me ſo? / | r. 5 
Falſe to my Life, my Soul, my All L have! Ul vids bog as 
Zipb. I did; I thought the falſe, and deſerve <9 


To die for wronging thy moſt matchleſs Faith: : 
For thou art true, conſtant, as pining Turtles, 
Conſtant, as Courage to the Brave in Battel, 
Conſtant, as Martyrs burning ſor the Gods. 
Arch. What changes drive ive buneſs of the World! 
Come. no more wee Riſe,;' , 
Think on the King, 1 he hot brake — thus. 
Zipb. Oh riſe Semandra; what, what are we doing! 
hy, Archiliaus, why did'ſt thou cut me off 
The moments pleaſure which my thoughts were * 
Thy cruel breath quite broke the brittle Glaſs | 
Of my ſhort life, and e wy EIN | 
What-ſhall we do, Semandraa 


Sem. Part, and die. 
N Die, tis reſolv'd ; but — That, thatimult be 
tur 


| e care: nn. 
Go then, thou Setting ſtar ; take from theſe eyes, 
"(Theſe eyes, that if they ſee — will bo-wiſhing) 
O take thoſe lan -niſhing/ale fires away, a 
3 1 the we, 3 of Death! 820. 
Something within me {obs to m boding h 
. Semandra ne'er {hall ſee. Zizhares more. l | — 
Zb. Away then; part, for ever part, Semen . 
Let. me alone ſuſtain "thoſe rav nous nne 
Which, like two famiſh'd Pygers, are göng et, 


Night, and the bloodi'ſt deed of darkneſs end ma, nh 
But, ry for thee, for thee, wi 11 411.7 gt og >G 6 
I beg of Heav'n this laſt, this only favour, + 7 16, 
To give thy life a painleſsdiſſohdtion : 203 2 - 705 ad b 


3 pon 
. 


On, may thoſe raviſk'd Beauties fall to Eartn b 1 „K 2 
Gently, as wither'd Roſes leave their gtalks : is aj 2b 


May Death OO Oy 45 Love was. dene, uon! 


Ad have us in the Wind. Death come upon AY —_— 


147 


Ning ef PONTUS. 
Calm, as the Spirits iti à Trance dee ooo ß 
And ſoft, as thoſe who ſleep theirSvuls away; Wirengt. 
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; pelopidas, Andravar, Prieſt, incompoſs'd with Romans. 
Pelop. Rug who ſend your Laws far as the Syn 
. His Beams, and whom the Univerſe beholds 
With joy, yet dreads your anger as the Gods, Be 
wr move you to the'ruine of this Tyrant. 
Io the ſure death * Mirbridtcs,„/ 
As if you fear d, or cat'd not he ſhou'd die? 

Can you ſuſpect an Ambum? Or that we 

Shon'd dare betray you, yielding thus our Perſons, 

Our Lives, dur Prince himſelf into your hands ? 

Andr. This man, to whom the ſervile Prieſts bow don. 
Who wears a Crown in honour of his place, | WT 
And ſatred worth, abandons all his Glories 
Tatteſt the truth of what we have declar d. 


y 1 3 1. 5 * * 
— y * 
- Enter Pharnaces. 


But ſee, the fierce, the brave, the great, Pharnates 

Comes on to meet you; wave his Royalties : 
Therefore, O mighty Romans, give him Audience. 

Pbar. That 1 am rough, and of e Oparkt 

All the Eaſt knows; I ever ſcorn'd thoſe Slaves | 
With whom J have been bred; and when my Father 
Order'd Barbarian Princes for my Maſters, © © | © 
In Arts and Arms, I ſpurn'd,'em from my preſence; _ 
And rather choſe, ſince Rome nught not inſtruct me, 
Nature in all my Actions for my Guide. 

Hence cou d I brook more hardly che fierce mind 

Of our Inhumane Parent Mithridates. 

My Eldeſt Brother's Fate did kindle firſt 

My fiery Soul to a moſt ſwift revenge; 

for when the State of - Boſphorus demanded 


That Princefor King, he bound the gallant Youth n 
In Golden Chains, and doom'd him to be ſlain; . 

Ino more were by his boundleſs fur Kerangled; | | 
Aud eren the laft but me, the brave Ziphares, N ad 
Laſt night was murder d in the Tyrants Falco? PR | 


u whoſe ſad cauſe, the Squadrons which he led : gin - oc 
cle 9 valiagtiy — Jou Romans, JT IVE JOU 3 


wat... 


56 


Attend ſome furlongs rer ange o er „0 


If this be true, not to recount the Slauehters (Arg - + 
Of all his Queens and poyſon'd Concubines, 1 
Ithiak the World (Rome k ſhou'd firſt PP ne} ; 
Will little cenſure this ſo juſt Revolt. Ct 
If you ſuſpect me falſe, behold }Pharnacess *| 1 
Neer yet detain'd, bur free as roving Lions 
That ſwept at will like Winds in Deſarts wild ; 0 
Behold him, with theſe Noble Hoſt ages... 

Vour Pris ner to be bound the Slave of Ane, r on) 3 

Rom. Capt. Lead us on to Victory. * een 
Omnes. To Victory. * TS 7 
Phar. On then, bee Henry yn eo Gods 50 5 
And to immortalize Pbarnaces Name, 6% g ary rt 
Plant me, like Thunder breaking — 1 * Cloud 
Foremoſt; while all the ratling Engins follow. 
 Monina, whom this Tyrant raviſh' d from me, 

hear is fled to Pompey: Her Lask eee ä 
For my reward, with half his ſpreading Ewpite. © | — . ah 11 ** 
But I waſte words; let's act, and then, make "AA * nn OR 
And, O remember, when we ſtorm the Towns. 
Remember that moſt horrid. Maſſacre | Ws „ 
Of Aſia; whet on your blunted Spirits : 
Till with the motion Lightning edge your. Souls 
To mow off hoary Heads, hurl Infants puling 
From the lug d Breaſt, kill in thexery.Wombs ... - .:; 5.7 
To Beauties cries be deaf, make all Synope... . 7 de 

But bne vaſt Grave, to hold the infinite Bodies | 
Which we muſt ſhovelin ; ; and when you ſec * god __ AY 
The Head of Mithridates in this hand, 8 


wat - 


3% 5 - 


Thea think who ever dard for Rome like me 4 . — T 5 * 2 - 
Or bought an Empire at a price ſo dreadfol;. ve Prin ago: 
Then yield the Beanty I ſo much deſire, ly pack at 4 
And all rkoſefCrowns to which Lie ahoughts win.” * wh cken 
6 
| Wh am nen bode 
* Enter Ziphares, Architavs,' ich Weg * FD 195 


- 


8 395 — 


Is late; the enkrigg Clouds like meeting Aral, 

Come on a pace, and Mortals now on die, e 
Till the bright Ruler of the riſing Day , ae, 2 | 
Creates 'em new : The wakeful Bird of Ni he Pan ee ns 
Claps her dark wings to th Windes of th 338 


Ziph. 


SSS — ccc pan rs; 


ene m eg 20 14 fl 
General, Good-night. |; 4 4:1, Sonder e 917 glu) but 206 


- 


ons d, Il not leave jou Fs, ns e 


4 ka” 


1 oor E 2 90 1 f 
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* 


| do not like the * — Eve. 9 NO) $62 1 
Well remember, Sir, how you and aj k 
Have often on the Watch in Winter walk'd, 


Chad in cold Armour, round the ſleeping Cap, 


Till cover'd o'er from head to foot with Snow, 2 er 5 
The Centinels have ſtarted at our march, An yd 3 bi , 
And thought vs Ghoſts ſtalking in Winding- flees” „t wollor 1507 = 

And do you think I cannot watch you now., errol ferret: 7 
Thus cover'd, and beneath this bounteous Roof? & 1 4 


sleep, Sir; I'll guard you from ſuſpected danger. Sr 
Zapb. Danger | there's none; no ſhadow of a barm : v5. 208 
Dear General, you'll oblige me to Tenres 178 
We'll meet to morrow with the earlieſt dawn; do 
Fm tfoubled now, and heavy; in the morning, 
oon as you pleaſe, you ſhall have entrance here; 
And then, I truſt the bounteons Gods, you'll find A 
A wondrous alteration. Sleep may char ir 
My talking griefs, and huſh *emFaſt for ear. | 
Arch. *Tis that 1 fear. tell you thereare Haſke: a | 
Brooding this night abroad, A Recluſe Prieſt, men, 5 
dur prisd with mortal ſickneſs; was this Evening, Pee 
As he himſelf deſir'd, ta'n from his Bed, 
And carry'd. to the Cloſet of the King: r > Tex he 
Where, after ſome cloſe confertence, he ee een 
Immediately your Father Orders gave, ee ee 
For doubling all his Guards, and went i in ber e e IE] e 
To Moni ma's Apartment, weere twas fad, vis | 
* had been gone a while before. 3 
. Lever thought that Brother moſt arabitious ; e e bene er 
Bit what is this to een 
Arch, What follow'd does | FL TAR: 5 n 
Concern both you, and me, aid aha er F 
For ſtreight, hen the ſick Prieſt had breath'd his ig.” when Sofas 
The ſacred Oyl, which ſor 2 hundred years | n 
Supplied the un behind the Golden Vail, | peel hn gets 
Went ont, and all the miſtick lights were e ole Seo ya 
Strange doleful Voices ſhrill eccho'd through * Wind r wy 
The darkned Fane ; the'Monuments did o 5 3 
And all the Marble Tolfmbs, Ake Spunges queer d = WH 
Spouted big Sweat: the Curtain was confünrd n 
With wondrous flame; and every ens Altar 
Diſſolw d to yellow puddle, which anon 
A flaſh of thirſty Lightning quite lick'd up. Wag 7" - 
While through the Streets your,murder'd' babe . , * 
Areathias, Mithridates, and Mhthates, © = e e : * 
And madded all the ehre multi | $a 1 2007 "20 99 
ls not this a th 
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Zipb. The Gods reproach my Nackneſs, | 
*Tis ſtrange ! moſt wondrous Trager ate! e 
By all our Friendſhip, -leave ma to my Te 5 i 
Arch. Ah, Prince, you hr" 13 a my e. 
Your purpoſe from your narrow eee f rd: 04. a - fo 1 00 


ts 


1 find it, by the ſinking of your S r dn chad 9 2m 
Your hollow ſpeech. deep. mulings; 5 eag 15958 Neonode. 
Whoſe fatal longings quite dev our A * A 7 1 11 g. mw nA 


You have decreed, by all the Gods you Wer, 19 eee ee. 
This night to end your Noble Life.. e dee ene eee 

nw AWay, 1 8 2101 £919 2 13 [ 1281 (1 «C1 4 
l never thought thee tröbbleſom' till eu. 0 0 S 
Arch. I care not; ſpite of een LO 1 4 6 3 1 0 


I'll ſtay, and weep you. into Gentlene 5 > e le 
Your faithful Soldier, this old doting Fo jt wy aer tn an 
Shall be more troubleſom than one that + Fer 


By Heav'n, you ſhall not hurt your ptecious life, e e, I b 


FIt Ray, and wait yon, wake here tiſf Idi 
; 2 5˙ in | e 4 2 2114. 1 
Follow you as a fond 88 e eee, eee © Wy, 
Wowv'd watch a de hild.. c. n 


Zipb. I'll tell thee es: pa. 
Since thou wilt tear the Secret PER my wet 


And dive into the bottom of my Soul. 5 n 
This night muſt end me: Make,por a reply „ of, n+ 
8 * 2 : * 02. 13 97; ot 1958 „510 


Tis fix'd as faſt and ſure as are my woes . 1 lie mor bloom! 
Did'ꝰſt thou but know what tis n 4 6s. Vie! OY ret TR e 
And to be ſo belov'd ; O Arcbilaus | ESD Ha 9" 6, 
Vet to be paſt all hope of happineſs, ee eee eval” 
Of ever taſting thoſe deſired Beauties, ds 8 
Of any dawn; leaſt glimpſe, or ſpark of TER, - * de ot Wd awd 


Did ſt thou not hate me much, even thou wou'dſt kill „ wed U ae 
Arch It that my death, (for. that. indeed's e 2 Md WAY, 


Cannot once move you from this dreadful deed; 8 
Vet, prince, your Country, which muſt fall wabout OY 5 
Your. bleeding Country mult obtain at leaſt. 0 bs ned 
That you-wou'd live to free her from her des; 1 | 14 i IS 
Your Glory calls, your ſinking Father beg, 55 e d anni 
That you wou'd ſave yeur Country fromthe. Romans, 8 e 
Zipb. Much 1 Indeed have got by Conquering Rome, T's 10 7% 0% Ile br. k 


And to much purpoſe loſt my deareſt blood 


Much have my ng di and Heavy e e 8 
Bow Nobly I hare been rewarded for em !.. ws wi 6 1 
tell thee, Archilaus, 1 have ſworn, 3 m Akt do Al 


Were I to live 1 wp W d. not . wh. Ton 24921 213 faced. 3 3UAW: 
The world ſhou'd- neither better be nor work eee og" 
For me. But I waite time; and to canvi n <3 lie bm bob 
Since thon wilt have the trouble to betiol | F | 


4" 


K... : 
- 


* PONTus. _ 
My death, I bid thee now farewell OOF ve ee 
12 7 Hold, Sir. 8 for erer. . 25 r 
Zipb. 1 will ; and talk as calmly to thee 
4s any dying Reman of *emall; eee, 
] have conſider'd well of what lde. Rr 
And I will periſh with as little noiſe 
As Fate cou'd wiſh, that wou'd not be accus'd. 
Arch. I'll follow you. uu 
Ziph. 1 wou'd intreat thee not; | 5 
Thou haſt no ſorrows that are paſt the fufferance: 
And ſure my flying Soul will hang her wing, 


When ſne ſhall feel thy weiglity death upon her, 
O, Acbilaus, leave me to my Fate, y 
If thou mult ſee me fall, 1 charge thee live, 
At leaſt ſo long to tell Semandra of me: 
Bear her ſome Token of my ill-ſtarr'd Love, 
Which Empire cou'd not win to live without her. 
Dip in the blood which trickles from my heart 
Thy Handkerchief: and bid ber keep it for me, 
As a Remembrance now and then to mourn me: 
rely, oy On DT ER 

„This I will do; and, mar cruel Prince, 
If thus thou violate that Royal 3 n 3 
Tearing the gallant Spirit from his Manſion, 
I ſwear by what I tremble at, thy death, 
In double all thy wounds upon 4. 


Ha! N 1 14 
45. Til tear her piece - meal, and ſo hack her limbs, 91210 

Thou ſhalt not know her in the other World. | bn 

Zipb. Oh torture dear, Archilaus, hold: 2 

I know thon canſt not mean ſuch cxuelty. 10 

Why doſt thou rack me thus, with thoughts in death 

That are much heavier even then death it ſelf ? 

Why doſt thou make my eyes thus ſwim in tears, 

I charge thee, do not hurt her; for the fake rf 

Of all the Gods, be gentle to my Love; 8/4 1 
I beg for mercy to the ſoft Semandra, 1 
Alas, if ſhedeſerv'd, as ſne is faultleſs, | mY 
She cou d not bear the wounds, which we can bear. of *Y 

Arch. Give me your promiſe then, that you will live; | "i 
Live but this night, or I have ſworn her death | +; 
F Ziph. Thou haſt found the means to chatm me into life, | 
And keep me on the Rack ; but no more threats | 
2 Semandre : 1 _ 
row angry at my Fates delax. 
Arch, Why will you be thus forward? Live to night, 

Be careful of your ſelf but * Morn: 


th," — 
38 


. 1 * 


AIDNHRI — * 
Methinks there may be wonders wrought eber then- 
Ziph. O Archilaus | Tis impoſſible: 2 „be Au 
Had ſhe been Ravi ſh'd by another Man. — * iv þ N 
I cov'd, have clear'd her with the Villain «Blood ha um A gotyb yas eg 
But by my Father touch d, what Miracle 
Can work me intg hope? ? Heav'n here is Bankroptj.s 12g HINT boa 
The wondring Gods bluſh at their want of pow'r,. . 
And, quite abaſh'd, confeſs they cannot help mea. 
Arch. Sure, by yon' lighted T pep 64 1 mi b'cow 1 é 


Your Father moving this way. 9 276 3s Not on J. AU Hof | 
be Ha: my Father I: n 12d gakd HTiw lvoe gotyh you 218) buy | 
How my fleſh trembles ! I con'd:do a dend v vis 121 Hoc of | 
Wov'd make us both run mad. Draw, Ardilanss ard CO) 
Yet ſtay ; What Devil ſtarts thus in my bled; em 5»! num non: of 
And turns my Reaſon to this maze of folly d 5 00 znol ei 
No; let us ſuffer more, if poſſible: * 40% ot 1559 
Yet I will ſhan his Preſence.” Oh zon Pon 0.5009 91iqard 71214, 
Is that a Crime? ' Anſwer me if it be, idw bookd | 
— L will meet him, che din gbr ſhould blaſt me. 110 Cine N 
| Mithridates, ; Cope ain of the Guards, ond = enters). "A f 
4 12 poll - % 


Mah. Betray'd and by my Son g given up d N l 11 
For the Inſulting Romans ta devourr ! nhl 1 nine 
Pharnaces is the Traytor, that Pharnares +1 1! fal * "wt | 


A 
0 
Who was t'inherit all that ſpace of Empire: 1097 113 Is 0 il Wo 
Y 


Which Fortune gave to this unhappy King ! . BH &Q8 
. — when from the Halace- gate we fally d. n 
And drove the bold re vonn 304 ed will n 
The Impions Boy, Charge as ſoremoſt rode O GY 5 
And brav'd my Fury with his Bever ubßzßĩrĩði wont! N 
But, Oh the Gods, Ihe before had Eimſond Af 2012 ob νe ONT: 
My Arms with Blood of Rebels, WG mov lt y i 5 
With Whirlwinds ſwiftnefgſtill ongrerg fide 0 1 200 120, f 
And toſt like Leaves the weightieſt Foes about m, P11 
Now ſtood, as if Gorgonian Charms had fixt me: d 2bod ads l 0 ” 
Nor know 1 more, Many; 270}. 53.03 151971 10} 22d 


Cart. Your Sword, Great Sir, When vou. ; 3 V:2132 2 
A while had gaz'd on that Audacious Prince, 7 213 765d 100 
Fell from your hand, your mighty Spirit left yon; I 

And as ſome famous piece of Antick- work, | 
W hen the ſunk Props and waſted Beams decay, 
Staggers and nods before the ruine comes: ; 4281 5117 0 
So Wav d your Royal Fabrick e're it felßkk 
And as our Arms receiv'd yo n * 
Born by Ambitiob s w ürddr w 1 
Offer! d. 7 wound; and *twas- wu great expence © 1 174 

- 208; 79: 
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Our Limbs lopt off, and Kill with Fed parcel! | 


| KigW"PON rus " "6p 


of lives,” we bore your Body to the Pet: 8 Ar Haονο¹e 


ieh. My Senſes blaze; my laſt 1 — bryif » wail ole war 
My laſt of bones 'Tis wondrous horrid ! Now | | 
My lawleſs Love, and boundleſs Pow'r reprofch ms. 


But I will think no more ont. Come, my Friends, 


Let's meet theſe Romani, and my Rebel Son ; | 
Let's kill till we are weary,” then lie downs te If} 29:0Y gen 
And reſt for ever: O' tis Noble Ruine! vig ei gt unt won bon 
Creatures of vileſt make, upon diſguſt, di bed 213 bas bo 4 
With Knives or Cords ſt looſe their Comard: Souls; 


But we will live in ſpite to grieve the World, 


While life will laſt, or any Spirits hold. nid 2157-4 Jobs ol 
0 that, like Serpents hewn, we {till might move, % us FH 


Enter Semandra. 


Sem. ' Tis done; my Ruine is at laſt reveng'd, 
And cruel Mithridates i is no more: 
That famous wicked Man ſhall kill no more: 
Faln is the Murderer, he ſhall Love no more 
Another's right; ſhall raviſn now no more. 
Mith O horrour! ſnatch -_ Furies, s on her peſence: 


Ln 
ka 
Wi. 
© 1 
% © 


Gape wide, O Earth, and ſwallow-me alive. | * 40 AGE 
Sem. 180 before, and never ſnall we meet 2 04:4 to baia ads huet W 

On Earth again, inhumane Mit hridateß; mor bo: :12qmerT 

Yet I rejoyce not, be my Witneſs, Heavii, neutron bas 1 d 

At thoſe Calamities that come 4 — 5 W . 1842 9260 tagsbiT 51 

But think em juſt, and with a dread TefleFion- - © + vl) il esl 


Behold thy Fate, and wonder at the Gods! | 
Not but thy Son, my Love, my lot Ziphares, on 
And I, in lamentable Shapes, made up ar 
By Death's one hand, will tell em all thy Story. Wo 
for ever thus, thou Raviſher of Honour. 
[leave thee to the Vultures of thy Conſcience, * 
To all the Stings Ambition feels in D eaten 
Or Luſt, the Rape committed. O, you en 1 C1. OATH 
Make firm my hand, for an exploit to Cron 
My Life, whoſe bulineſs ſhall be quickly done. 

Mith, " Away, to Arms, to Arms; plunge deep in blood: 
Be quick to die. Were all the Ronde piles | 
And Scytbian Dart's, and Parthid's poyſon'd Arrows,” 7 25 * 1 
dot through this Body, her Words wound me more. 
"ll uot enduret; ruſh to the fatal War: 
| wou'd be drunk wich Death, and ſtesming Slaughter, KT 
To ſtupifie the ſenſe of inward torment. 


Anka, and wallon in the fer fung reed. 198070W 1 0b 3754 V no 
| | 2 


| 
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Through all the Avenues to battle flie: 


N ' MITHRIDATES + * 


They whe have liv'd in blood, da bjood.mult ie. x 


drawn, with a Lamp. 


Pelop. Yonder he Sallies, furious for Deſtruction, 
And now tull ſcope is given to act our bos neſß. 
And end the ſad Zipbares. ; 

Andr, I am glad 
The chance is faln fo us: Todeath, nay more, 

To Hell, I hate him, and to have him flain 
By any hand but mine, won d pall the Murder. 

Pelop. The Palace now is draia d | 
Of all the glittering Hoſt that twinkled here. SD 
Following their King, to ſhoot the Gulph of Ruine: - 
And it was order'd well by Prince Pharnaces, 

While with the Remans he diſpatch'd his Father, 
That we ſhou'd kill his drooping Brother. Hal. 
I hear ſome tread ! your Lamp muſt wink a while. 


Enter Ziphares. 


Ziph. Oh, us too much; 1 never ſhall fleep more 
How loud the voice of Fate ſounds every where! 
Trumpets and Drums! yet old Archil2us, Lap 
Wich grief and watching ſpent, in ſpite of all! 
Thoſe Tides of Care that ſwell'd. — 5 ſo en 
Lies like a Child that brau'd himſlef to leep. 


Ifmenes too, that wept to ſee me monrn, 
Falls on his breaſt, and nods his tears away : 
8 on the Cloudy Maſt, 
Safe as a drowzI Tryton. rack d with Storms, 


VVhile toſſing Princes wake on Beds of Down, 


Pelop. Tis he; prepare. 
Adr. Both periſh, if he eſcape. 
This darkneſs fills my breaſt with AKAD Now, 
Now 1 may do the deed ; which done, alls ſure: 
It ſhall be fo, and thus 1 will deceive him. 


Sh Bibthes be Lille Sonendre, VV hence this light? 


Swords! Vizors! what Adſaflinates are theſe? 
VVou'd they were more, for ruine is my wiſh: 


\. + _ to fall by Villiaas hands. 


Emer Semandra, —— 
Wo „ VVheredo unn in th dn 


— 1 MR s 


Trumpets. Emer Peletpias Andrarer, their Swords 15 
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Haſte hither, Father Archilaus, 


Ng of PONTUS: 
Of this black night? There's not a Soul beneath, 
Who dy'd, as 1 muſt do, for fatal Love, 2 
Knows better all the gloomy Arbours there, 
Than I each Chamber in this houſe of Death. 
"Twas here the God-like Prince did wooe me firſt, 
Sigh'd his firſt Vows, and wept me into Paſſion ; 
Where ſhall I find him, that moſt perfe& Soul? 
Whoſe witneſs will to after ages anſwer 
For all the Fpotted loves of perjur'd Men. 
Meet him I muſt, and run into his aems; | 
But with a Roman blow, which firſt ſhall drive 
This Ponyard-to my heart : Then ruſh upon him, 
Then claſp him doſe, then he'll believe me true, 


Enter Ziphares. 


I think thou haſt it there, and canſt not *ſcape me. 
Sem. I thank the Gods, 1 ſhall not. Let me kiſs 
The hand that kills me. Ob too gracious Heavn ng 

Kmandrs now is happy. e 
Ziph, Semandra! What; | 
What ſay'ſt thou? ſpeak again, thou diſmal voice. 
Sem. O that I cou'd ſee your face before I die: 


Thoſe eyes, where I wou'd look my Soul away. 


Zb. Awake; what ho, 2 Hafte, a light! 
. 5 
My heart bodes ruine, we are all undone. 


Oh, Father, either 1 am charm'd, or here 
Semandro lies, flain by this dreadful hand. 
Arch. Our Guardian-Spirits ſhield us, tis my Daughter. 
Zipb. Curs d Fate! maliciousStars! you now have drain'd 
Your ſelves of all your poys nous influence ; 
Era the laſt baleful drop is ſhed upon me. 


O joyn us, Father, joyn vs thus in death: _ 
Now art thou mine; and we'll be wedded too 
In thother World; our Souls ſhall there be mixt, 
Who knows but there our joys may be compleat-? 
Thappy Father, thou; and I, perhaps, 
= belles Mother of ſome little Gods. 

iph. 
io the King, and let him underſtand | 
The truth of, all: If he befpleas'd to hear her, 


"I 0.0095 
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es? I, 
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Lipb. This way the Cowards fly; this way the noiſe goes. 


Euter Archilaus, and Iinenes with Light. 


Sem. Give me thy hand, moſt matchleſs of thy kind; 


. 


Oh, Archilaus, if thou lov'ſt her memory, wy / . 


= 
* * 
' * 
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Intteat un haſte, the hang 8 of Dewhare0n her we Nees 0 
3 2 15 1 on leave, theſe een fal be <4: 68 ho 
7 hat I ex pected. Ha; She faints, , em 
wi 5 my Cloſer, | haſte, where thou wilt had rs oh n ei bag 
A Golden Vial of rich Juice; et + han | bo? nec doe 
Back to their Seat: Go, pour it in à Bole 9 1 
With ſpeed. to ſave her. coM Doin yr 1 hy ee kia 
Haſt thou not a vvord, m | 1 


Das N 

A ſyllable, fair Soul? Speak, ſpeak, Semanars! | 8 * 10 
I feel a trembling vvarmth ha wen n Im o bt A 
It "ag | N 42 59 Mig | hots 1997 


Sem. As Covvards a0 before a  Battel, 
Od, the Great March is ſounded. 
Zipb. Stay thee one moment. « 
* [ d off7 v4 217t Þ vgs 
Aſmegc: renters wth but 1 11 
If | Halli 00: ft 15 KI + 
And I vvill lead thee on. * I Jimenes vi | on . 
Watch thou the King's approach, and bring me Ne LExit 
Here, ſeeſt thou this, my Love, look up, Semandra, W 
Thou dying Spark, glimmer a little vvhile; A 11957 ic 
Behold this Cordial, this ſure vvarmth at Heart, $4.3:41 0, a 
\This faithful Off ring of Eternal Love. 
Sem. Whither, oh yyhers ? Death 's. miſt come faſt ben me. 
What is't you drink ? N 
Zipb. A Draught vvhich makes me thine $ 39 
The povv'rful Cordial vvhich my Father gave me, | 
A Noble Compound of his fatal skill: - 
He charg'd me, when I cou'd not live vith Honour, | 
To taſte it and be free. Nats 1B S 
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Sem. Methinks your Voice is faint, 2910 ig! 
As diſtant Echoes; and. Lam novy far ok. n 
Alas, I knovv not vvhere. 0 3; 77 m a 
Zipb. III fold thee thus, Me) Mr 
And Mit hridates ſhall not part Werz 23.09%) lad Aal 2 
Fan thus the dying flames vvith my laſt Breath, .. lin 5/17) el 
Sdes out: The damp of death has quench'd. End dad n 10 7 
; Theſe ſpicy-doors, 12 lips, are ſhut, doſt lack. Jim l 228 
Which never gale of life mall open more, mo ; bly oY Ai nl 
I come. Oh Father ! Oh thou true Phyſitian!.. vos duc vat; . 
Thon vvork'ſt me Nobly novv ; and oh tis vvelcome! 136 hs * 0 


I Drogsarequick; once more, '©Love! I come, Qu 
=. Thou molt of Lite in Death, Ambitiog,; Fame, RITA TD} 0 - 
5 # Tis empty all and nothing but a Name, rid 71 bas I 263 1. 
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Archilaus, | 
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Archilas, Mithridares 3 —.— Pharnzcs, ef 6 
Pelopidas, Ny band. q "op bs I 
Ach. Behold; behold, my Lord, how Em remarled. wire tay a 5 | 
for faithful ſervice, forthe numerous: Scars | _ 
Which in your Cauſe have mark*d my Aged, Body # 22 | wit , * 
My Daughters ſlain. Ha! Let me never xiſe, me "MY 
f that the brave Ziphares be not kill'd! --. * ». _ 
Was this the Cordial, wicked Boy, thou brought ſt him? 9 74 | * 
Mith. Blame not the guiltleſs, ſor by me he's nee 7 th * * 
By this iuhumane Tyrant, Monſter, Parricide;- - - 1 J N 
By me the Drugs were mixt, and dol'd; „ e "x 


To my orc t x Children, leſt ſurpriz'd, 
They ſnou'd be born 10 Rome for Royal Slaves. 
Ach. Dead ! art thou dead, O dovely Royal late 
Blown down by guſty Heav'n, in all thy bloom! vide Ghz 010 | 
My hour is come: And thys I follow the. Pan d1.t . 
Mith. Hold him. What means the frantick ny 18 3 
Diſarm, and bring him hither. Kneel, O ner, 7 I | 


Before theſe Bodies. 8 12 
Arch. What wou'd you, Sacred Sir? N $543 af 
Mith. Swear, ſwear to live, r 4 

I have a Royal Race of Little Ones 10200) 0 

an 


Live, I Conjure thee, to defend thoſe lafants - A0 th q 
From Roman Rage; intreat Victorious . Thor e e nulh © 
Andche Il be gentle to em: Swear to Me | 5 7 vio uin 

Arch. I ſwear; but after that - OR 
Miuth, Riſe, and no more. 
My Blood leaks faſt; and the great heavy lading, 
My Soul will quickly ſink ; therefore revenge: 
Jes, you pale figures, you moſt precious forms. 
Who, where you walk, for ſore you tread the Stars, | 
Shame brighteſt Gods and add new light to Heav” Ay E 
firſt; in — dreadful 1 manner, will I give- * 
Thoſe Traytors lives, vyho drevv me to your ruine. 
Hence, burn the Slaves; the curs'd Pelopidas, 4 


And Villain eAndravar: Avvay vvith em. : 
For thee (but ſure 1 ſhall diſdain to name thee) 


The Palace yet is ours. 

 Frch. But cannot long oo 4 

ge ſo: Pompey the great is entred: 141 

And thoſe vyho took your part, are all revolted. _ 
Mith. Avvay then; bear him to the middle Turret, : 


Whoſe Brazen- Head giſes above the reſt, 
In fight of Pompey, throvv him from the top, 


And ſ life an end. 2 
give bis moſt a piring: | x rb, 


=. "Phi © Sore thou canſt not longout-live me, Trank 23 
A e abs Fortane, vvhich too for vrard bote me 12 iK 
3 Tobe thy Prey; and rut the hand that ſeiz d me: 
1 "oo Ter when my Ghoſt is from this . "A i. 
RE fluch a Gobling as a Ghoſt there be, | 1 FF: 299.5, 2a 
1 1 I riſe, and vving the mid-vray Air to vvait chert TY 122-4 EY 
3 Hor l d ſhalt thou be, as Stun vvas by Jove, 05 -) 1,49; Vii Lal 
= And flag beneath me, vybile l reign above. een 
We: Mith. O General, behold, and vvonder vynh we. 112 362 3 
—_.  - | Hovvy ſyvifcly Fate can make, or unmake Kings! — 16: = Se.” 
E - Hovvempty is Death's Pomp, eompar'd vvith Lite! eee 
VVV Vbere novv are all the bu e Officers, | FUELS be 2+ 415M 
_— ae The ſupple Courtiers, and big Men of War, — 2 e e 
1 That buſtled here, and made alittle world eit an 
ö | . Revolted all ? Support me, for I £0: ” 3 T t 2 * 1 
13 My Soul is on the Beach, 2d leech int be 1 Led IS 
3 Into dh Abyſs of the black Sea of Death, * 15 43 74 OS. eg 
'- VVhere Furies ſtand upon the ſmoaky Rocks, BA, og ei at bet 
3 Prepar d to meet one greater than themſelves. ON ee 
1 Here, lay me bleeding by theſe murder d Lovers, © 7 1s 2 3 
3 2 3 nd; oh! When 1 am dead, let ſorroyy WM 5 n 
13 facred filence to my gaping Tomb. | 7 L SLOW TEA * 5 
Forget that ever Mithridates vvas ; 85 12998 ee IRE 
| 3 relate the deeds this hand as de 2 4 FINE FN oA ¹ν 
Let thought be ſtill, or vvork beneath . 29717 nee 
hut oh he's come, cold Tyrant, I obey, x,. v5 80%. 
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